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CHAPTER I. 

I IHOITGHT I stood in the midst of a vast plain, 
high mountains rose all aroimd, shutting out, as I 
was told, a lovely land beyond, which the children 
of the plain only knew by the coloured lights of 
the sunset and sunrise which glowed from behind 
them. These mountains cast their deep shadows 
on the plain, which had upon it tall and beau- 
tiful trees scattered here and there ; and all around, 
underneath the mountains, lay little villages hidden 
in the shadows, and which scarce ever seemed 
to see Hght, save when a stray simbeam from the 
hill shot across them, and then I could see the 
houses and cottages which formed them, and here 
and there little gardens of many.lovely flowers which, 
they said, were nourished by the sunbeams that 
every now and then shot from the hill tops. The 
centre of the plain was of sand, and bare and empty. 
It was when a ray of this sunshine was shooting 



THE COMBATANTS, 



over the villages, that I saw a group of boys 
standing in one of the gardens, where they had been 
working. 

" Oh ! see, see, Eustace," cried one, ** see the 
sunbeam, isn't it glorious? see, see, the beam of 
blue and purple, see how it has melted the sharp 
mountain top into liquid light, see how it glitters on 
yonder tree. Oh! what would I give to see the 
world it comes £rom ! shall I ever ? " 

'* They say some have," said Eustace, thought- 
fully. 

" I don't believe it," cried another who was in 
the group, " I don't believe any have — ^how could 
they climb such a hill as that ?" 

*' Oh ! I don't mean they climbed the mountains, 
Lucien, but there is a way through them you know, 
only one way, and those who have gone to the other 
side, have gone through that one way — I've heard 
of such," and he looked up very thoughtfully to the 
mountain top. 

"Oh ! dear," said the i5rst speaker, "if that is so, 
why don't we all go instead of staying in this dark 
valley ? what is that one way, Eustace ?" 

^' Pleasing the king of the land," said Eustace, 
" and he will take those in who do." 

"Yes, yes," said Bertram, "I know, I have heard 
it ; well, I'm sure I would do anything the king told 
me, to get there— anything." 

"Well, I should indeed like to be there," said 
Eustace. 

Oh! I don't believe any of it," said Lucien; "I'm 
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sure those mountains are to be climbed, don't believe 
a word be says, Bertram — ^Eustace was always ball 
a fool, see if I don't get there some day by my own 
power; why do you smile Eustace ? Oh ! I tell you 
what, I won't stand that." 

" I didn't mean to laugh," said Eustace, '' I only 
had a thought." 

" Well, and what was it ? sir— you are always 
setting yourself up above others." 

" Oh ! I'm sure he's not," said Bertram and two 
or three more voices, '* Eustace is very good ; much 
better than we are." 

** Well, well," answered Lucien, "there's enough, 
but what was your thought ?" 

" Why, that you could never climb these moim* 
tains; no one ever did yet." 

" I say many have," cried the other. 

" Yes," said Eustace, " set out to climb them, 
but never crossed them; you know some have 
turned back and said it was impossible." 

" WeU, but some have never come back." 

" Yes, but where are they ?" 

<' Why, safe across to be sure," said Lucien, angrily. 

Eustace shook his head. 

"Where do you think they are ?" said Bertram, 
in a half whisper to Eustace. 

"Lost in the awful chasms at top," said he. 
" Awfiil chasms at top!" said Lucien, "what folly !" 

The ray of sunshine was gone and I lost sight of 
the boys. 

I found the boys were captives, and the villagers 
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of the plain were all in captivity and under a cruel 
conqueror, who sorely oppressed them. I noticed 
the boys were in chains, though very Icmg ones, so 
as not to prevent their using exertion;, all were cap- 
tives who dwelt on this plain, and the land beyond 
was called " the land of the free ;" all who toiled 
on the plain longed to go there. Their captivity was 
sore. Their fathers had once lived in the land be- 
yond, and had been brought to the sandy plain by 
this cruel conqueror. 

When I looked again it was night, and the moon 
shone down on the sandy plain, and deep black sha- 
dows of the rugged mountains were painted on the 
plain, and hid the cottages of the villagers. But 
the light of the moon shot along a Httie wood of 
leafy trees which skirted the bottom of the moun- 
tains; along this I could see two figures walking 
ofdy and slowly. 

" Oh ! Eustace," said Bertram's voice, " how 
blessed it would be to be in the land of the free !" 
and the poor captive seemed ready to cry with the 
earnestness of his desire. '* Do you think there is 
any chance of our ever going there, Eustace ?" 

" It is no easy work to go there, Bertram," said 
the other; '* I have heard the passage is most difficult 
and painful to those who do pass." 

''But what matter the pain if we get there at last, 
free, free, of the captive's chain, free as a bird in 
the deep blue sky, free as the noble wind which 
rolls in a minute over the moimtain top ; " and the 
young captive's eye lit up with joy, and the tears 
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burst from it in his rapture, and he lifted up his 
hand and shook the chain which bound him. 

" Oh I why are you so cold about it Eustace, I'm 
all on fire to go." 

" Dear Bertram," said Eustace kindly, and laying 
bis hand on Bertram's shoulder, and his eye was 
cast on the ground. 

" Oh ! do say something Eustace !" 

" What shall I say ? I would indeed please you." 

" Oh ! Eustace, I cannot bear your cold manner." 

" Don't say so," said Eustace, sadly. 

" Oh ! now I've hurt you Eustace, dear Eustace, 
and I am so sorry, I never meant it;" and the 
young captive flung his arms around his companion's 
neck and covered his face with tears. 

*' No no," said Eustace, " not the least hurt, Ber- 
tram, may we be together then !" 

" But see," said he, pointing to the end of the 
path. 

The two boys stopped suddenly short, and were 
so intently gazing on what they saw that I could not 
h^p looking too. 

On a sudden a sweet and gentle music had 
floated out into the moonlight air, such as captives 
love to hear ; and a glow of light, golden and glo- 
rious, had shot across the wood, the hill, and out to 
the sandy plain. 

" What is it ?" said Bertram, with delight, seizing 
hold of Eustace. 

'' Hush, hush I" said Eustace, and again all was 
stilL The sweet music continued to rise and swell. 
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and several figures were seen, swift and light, cross- 
ing the end of the path ; they were clad in white and 
were lit all over with the beams of the golden light, 
most beautiful to see ! But they were so far off 
it was very difficult to distinguish them. 

They seemed to move swiftly, and were plainly 
going on into the lovely light which seemed lost in 
the mountain. 

" What is it ?" said Bertram. 

" It is a captive being freed," said Eustace, in a 
low tone. 

^' What ! going to the land of the free, passing 
through the path you spoke of ? Oh ! how blessed; 
what? free from his chain — Oh ! Eustace." 

The light continued to break out from the opening, 
and now as they approached nearer the spot, there 
came sights of all lovely things in the land beyond? 
so beautiful, that it dazzled the eyes of the captive 
boys. Rivers blue as heaven with golden boats 
which floated on them with sails as white as snow, 
and thin as gossamer, seemed to glide amid tracks 
of a thousand flowers ; and there were gardens of 
every bloom and scent which appeared to fiU 
the fragrant and pure air ; and trees, the leaves 
of which dropped with healing dews and were 
more coloured than the rainbow's lights ; and blue 
hills, which slept for ever in eternal sunlight, and 
groups of beautiful figures which wandered in 
calmness along the gliding rivers ; and music came 
fioating out in billowy cadences, and the air was 
laden with jewelled insects, which shot swift 
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and free, coloured like emeralds and amethysts, 
through the hot sky, and then seemed to sleep, 
reclining their starry wings on the rich air as 
if they mused in -ecstasy on the scene. The sight 
was but for a moment, just while through the chasm 
the white procession moyed. . They bore a figure 
amid them, it lay stretched out on their arms, and 
it too was clothed in white, it, seemed as if, asleep, 
its hands were folded on its breast, and its eyes were 
closed ; but I noticed there were two long chains 
which hung down on either side, and which were 
joined to the hands ; the sleeper was clad in white, 
he looked very pale and lovely in the flood of gulden 
story, which shone on his calm face* In- respect of 
his chains he was like the two captives who were 
gazing in intense delight. 

" Oh ! Eustace," cried Bertram touching bis com* 
panion, and a tear started to his eye. The other did 
not speak or weep. 

At this moment the troop of blessed Ones bore the 
figure through the open door into the land of light, 
and as it crossed the threshold I thought I saw his 
chains fall off, and I imagined I saw the eyes open, 
and a half smile of life and colour lit up the pale 
ace, but I could see no more ; there came a burst 
of gentle music and all was gone ; the captive was 
free, and his chains were left behind in the land of 
his captivity. 

" The captive is free,'* said Eustace. 

*' Oh ! Eustace, Eustace," cried Bertram, . as he 
turned towards the dark valley and plain ; '' Would 
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that we were there together ; oh 1 why have the 

ray of light and the lovely music ceased ? Oh ! 

Eustace ! " 

''Hush, Bertram, be content; the day may yet 

arrive.'* 

" What, and we he there together !" 
Eustace was silent, and the two walked on. 



As time passed, matters grew worse for the cap- 
tives of the plain. Their cruel oppressor seemed 
urged on with a deadly and bitter hatred of them, 
almost without a cause ; it was said, it was chiefly 
owing to some grudge he owed their natural King. 
Seldom did sounds of mirth or joy rise up from the 
sad villages of the shadow of the mountains. The 
boys toiled hard ; and few. were the days of respite 
they were allowed. The huge and awful hills ever 
frowned upon them, and shut out the land of 
freedom and of peace. The lovely light glowed 
ever behind the hedge, soft at evening and morning; 
and often Bertram looked up from his work, to 
gaze on the sky which hung over the country he 
longed to see. 

He and Eustace generally worked together; and 
I often saw them cross the plain together, when their 
work was over. 

It was on an evening, when, weary and worn, the 
young captives were leaning on their spades, and 
their long chains were hanging from their arms, 
that a horn was heard in the distance, and its 
silvery sound came upon the quiet air. The 
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evenrng was more than usually fine: no cloud 
floated alpng tlie sky. The deep blue above had 
began to be hung with the pale lamps of stars, and 
the daxk towards the hills had faded off into deep 
orange, and then into rosy yellow. 

Bertram had been gazing on it with ecstacy ; and 
his eyes had filled with tears over and over again, 
as he looked to the land of the free. Oh ! how he 
longed to pierce those dark, black hills, which shut 
it out. He started at the sound of the hon^, so 
silvery and so distant. 

'* Hark ! Bertram— did you hear ?" 

"Hush!" cried a little boy, who was by Ber- 
tram's side. 

Again the horn soimded nearer, and all the boys 
had their attention drawn to it. 

''It's some message from the cruel conqueror: 
our chains are to be tightened : I know it is," said 
Bertram, indignantly, the colour mounting to his 
face, and his eye sparkling with anger. 

*' No ! do you think it is, then ]" said the little 
boy by his side. 

" Wait, to see, Ernest," said Eustace. " It may 
be good news." 

" Good news !" said Lucien, scornfully ; " good 
news never falls to the lot of us captives. It's so 
like you, Eustace, now, to say that. I suppose 
that's what you call taking the bright side. I hate 
it, for my part. I'm well off enough here. I 
don't mind my chain, while I get the good living 
I do. The conqueror's been very good to me. 
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I don't think much, for my part, of the land of 
the free, as you call it. I do so hate your cant, 
Eustace." 

"You shall not abuse Eustace, while I stand 
here," cried Bertram ; ''he's ten times better than 
you or me either." 

"Well, for my part," said Albert, "I don't be- 
lieve there's any land at aU behind the hill. I'm 
very happy here, and here I mean to stay. I like 
my chain." 

" Oh, Albert ! like your chain ! — ^what do you 
mean ?" cried little Ernest. 

'* Why, what I say, to be sure, young captive : 
why may not I love my chain ? Go to your friend 
Eustace, there ; ask him if it is not our duty to 
be content with their lot." 

; "What does he mean, Eustace?" anxiously 
inquired the child. 

" He is speaking about the chains being knocked 
off." 

" What, these chains !" cried the little boy, hold- 
ing up his bound hands to the sky, and showing the 
long chain which was fastened to them. " Free 
from this chain ! Oh, how happy ! I thought I 
have had it since my birth, I never thought I could 
be free. ShaU I reaUy ?" 

" There is hope of it," answered Eustace. 

" Oh ! joy ! joy ! to be free of the chain. Do 
you hear that Bertram— do you hear that ? Did 
you hear that before ?" 

The horn sounded, silver clear across the plain ; 
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and a single figure was seen coming towards them, 
clad in a herald's dress, and calling out the inha- 
bitants of the village by the sound of the horn. 

" Listen, every one of you," cried the herald. 
In a moment, men and boys flocked to the herald, 
to hear his tidings, and the boys I have been speak- 
ing of among the rest. I noticed every inhabitant 
of the plain was bound by the same long chain which 
himg to his hands. 

'* Listen, every one,*' continued the herald. 

*' He's not from our cruel tyrant: he does not 
wear his dress," cried Bertram. 

"Hush! listen," said Eustace. 

The herald continued. 

''It is proclaimed, that the wise and merciful 
prince of the land beyond the mountain having 
warred against the king of this land of the plain, 
and having in battle defeated him, has gained these 
conditions for the inhabitants of the plain : — ^That 
every captive boy who shall stand for the space of 
six days and nights in the midst of the whole 
forces of the tyrant on one side, and the king on the 
other, and shall strive with those who shall be sent 
against him, and come off before aU eyes victorious, 
he shall lose the chain of his captivity, and return 
with the prince to the land of the free." 

" Did you hear that ?'* cried Bertram, with 
delight, and clapping together his chained hands. 
" Did you hear that ? Oh ! won't I strive bravely ! 
Eustace, Eustace, do speak now. You'll stand firm, 
won't you?" 
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" Yes," said Eustace, faintly. 

By this time, a hundred voices were pressing on 
the herald, for answers to their inquiries. But the 
message was a simple one, and he had that soon 
given. 

What did he say ?" said Ernest, " do tell me." 
Say?" said Bertram, " Why that those who will 
bravely fight for six days against the enemy sent 
against him, in the sight of all the host, and shall 
overcome, he shall go and dwell in the land of the 
free ; and oh, Ernest, if you had seen what I have ! 
Oh, Ernest !" 

" Well, but" said the little boy, " I can't under- 
stand, fight for six days against the enemy^uppose 
too many come against us." 

" Ah !" said Bertram, " I never thought of that-*- 
how is that, Eustace ?" 

'' I understood," said Eustace, '' that part of the 
message was, none should be attacked more than he 
was able to bear." 

" Oh," said Bertram, the colour moimting to his 
glowing cheek, and Ms eye sparkling with joy, 
^' able to bear ! I can bear anything — anything to be 
at the land of the free." 

" Well, but," said Ernest, " it seems a great thing, 
I can't see it." 

"Land of the free!" said Albert, "what non- 
sense it all is, why we have talked of it for years 
ever since the tyrant conquered us. It's all talk- 
ing, I shall have nothing to dp with all this nonsense 
about the fight. Why can't we go on quietly as 
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we axe ? I am well contented with my chain, it 
doesn't hinder my happiness ; I shaft stay where I 
am." 

^' Isn't it very odd and xmtrue, all he says V* said 
the little boy, anxiously holding up his chained 
hands, and looking at them, while the tears trickled 
down his fair cheek at the thought he was a cap- 
tive. " Isn't it very odd, Eustace ?" 

" Very," answered Eustace, '* and very tmtrue." 

'^ What's it all about, Eustace ?" said a thin shrill 
voice, which came from a boy who had hitherto re- 
mained in the back-ground. He was very remark* 
able to my eye. He was exceedingly thin, and his 
long straight hair shaded his piale white forehead ; 
his large, but pale eye, was in a sunk socket, and 
his walk was of one in fear : he seemed to drag his 
chain heavily after him. 

Bertram stood forward before Eustace to tell the 
herald's message. 

The poor boy hung his head and looked at his 
cham, as Bertram finished his tale. 

'* Then I must stay in the captive's land!" and he 
sighed deeply. 

" Why so, Allan ?" asked Eustace. 

*' Why, because I cannot fight or leave this," said 
he, sadly, and not looking from the ground. 

'' You fight^— Allan fight, O, I should like to see 
it 1" said Lucien, scofSngly. 

The poor boy drew shnnkingly back. 
Why not?" said Eustace, stepping forward, 

why not, AUan ? all can fight who will." 
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Oh! no, no, Eustace, kind Eustace," said the 
poor boy, his^Yoice choking with tears, *' I must 
wear my chain for ever." 

"Lucien," cried Bertram, "how silly you are. 
Why, Allan, an infant would fight the battle to be 
free." 

" Ah, yes !" said he, " but I, you know, am feebler 
than an infant, and so frightened at the least thing." 

" Allan, you should not fear, you will be stronger 
than you think for, when the day of strife comes." 

" Oh ! no, no," said the poor boy, sadly ; *' no, 
I must ever wear my chain. You will be free, Eus- 
tace, for you are bold and fearless. I am a poor 
weak captive — and yet, oh, how I have longed to be 
free of this !" and he held up his chain to the sky, 
and I saw tear upon tear drop down his hjce upon it. 

" Dear Allan," said Bertram, " don't weep, I will 
fight for you ; I will fight your enemies and my own 
too!" 

" Impossible !" said Eustace, " each must fight his 
own battle." 

" WeU," said Bertram, " I*U do aU I can for 
you." 

But poor Allan drew aside, to weep alone upon 
his captive's chain. 



A day or two had passed since the conversation 
among the boys, all was quiet when I looked again. 
The gardens seemed deserted and empty, the huge 
moimtains cast their shadow on the plain; the vil- 
lages were more than usually shrouded in their sha- 
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doWy on the plain itself the greatest bustle and ex- 
dtement was going on. There were figures innu- 
merable which seemed to be continually crossing it. 
Tents were erecting all around the vast circle. The 
inner space was cleared so perfectly, that scarcely a 
pebble seemed to glance in the simbeam out of its 
place. Huge and vast masses of beings seemed to 
be gradually moving up on all sides, some from the 
shades of the dark mountains, and some firom the 
land of sunshine. But as yet the forms were too 
indistinct and numerous for me to distinguish them 
clearly, they seemed rather like huge masses of 
figures moving along in wonderful order and silence, 
and each in his turn taking up his place inside the 
vast area. But the footsteps were noiseless, and 
the movements silent. 

. Every thing seemed absorbed in this vast move- 
ment ; no one was out that I could see in the village, 
and the most awful stillness homg on hill and tree . 
village and house. Not a leaf stirred on the wind- 
less trees ; not a cloud fioated on the noiseless sky ; 
not an echo or a stone sounded on the mountains it 
was a day in autumn, when *' decay is calm." 

My eye grew tired with watching the huge masses 
which continued to move up on all sides. How 
wonderful, I thought, that there should be so much 
awful and quiet stir about the strife of a few boys to 
be admitted to the land of the free— strange ! 

But where were Eustace, Bertram, and Ernest ? I 
longed to know if they saw what was going on. I 
gazed round and roimd at the circle of earth and air, 
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and at last discoyered two figures leaning on a rock, 
with their long chains on their arms, gazing at the 
sight. 

" Oh, Eustace !" cried Bertram, lifting up his 
chained hands towards the land of the free, '^ Is it 
not glorious ?" and his eye glistened. with fervour, 
and his cheek flushed with joj. 

'' Most awful !" said Eustace, with a sigh. 

" Well, it is awful," said Bertram, somewhat more 
quietly. '' But I wish you had more hope, Eustace." 
I have hope," said he, flrmly. 
And more joy too," said Bertram, exultingly. 

" Not yet," was the answer. 

" Oh, why not yet ?" cried he ! " Is it not we who 
are to be freed from the chain ? Is it not joy to 
strive before such a host ? Is it not joy to go to 
the land of the free 1 " and his voice rose with fer- 
vour at every word. 

" Yes, yes, dear Bertram, it is, it is. But oh ! 
Bertram— my friend — ^my dear Mend, we are not 
there yet." 

Bertram for a moment looked sad, and cast his 
eye down, as he hung his head on Eustace's shoulder. 

*' Oh, Eustace ! " said the child-like voice of 
Ernest, '' is it not an awful and wonderful sight ? 
Do you know, I feel frightened. I should be qidte 
Mghtened if I had not you, Eustace ! I think I 
had better look another way. I like to look at the 
land of the free." 

" Yes ! yes ! " cried Eustace ; " we will look at it 
when it is ours to go to." 
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: " Ours to go to I" cried the little boy, anxiously. 
How^ can it ever be that ? " 

" We shcUl go there, Ernest, when the battle has 
been fought and won." 

" What !. is there no reaching the land of the free 
without striving on that awful plain ? I shall never 
be able to do that," cried the little boy, sadly, and 
lesgiing his h6ad on his chained hands. 

'i What 1 talking again on the old work ? " cried 
the scornful voice of Lucien, from behind. I sup- 
pose now you think all is coming true, now you see 
aU the bustle on the plain? Well, you will see 
still if I don't reach the place over yonder hill 
with no striving at all. I shall climb the hiUs as I 
can, as I want to be free of my chain." 

Eustace did not seem inclined to continue the 
conversation with Lucien, for the figures began 
to crowd and throng in greater numbers on the 
plain ; and the attention of Bertram had long b^en 
riveted on the scene below. 



. '* Oh ! do look ! " cried Bertram. " Oh, what a 
glorious sight!" not taking his eyes off the plain, 
nor unclasping his chained hands, as he leant over 
the ledge of the rock. 

The vast circle of the plain was now nearly en- 
closed. On the further side, on which the rays of 
the sun from behind the hills shot with beau- 
tiful and soft lustre, were arrayed in vast countless 
rows the hosts of the glorious King. They had all 
taken their places, rank on rank, line behind line. 
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Every eye seemed beat on the throne in the 
centre ; every hand was resting on his drawn sword, 
which glanced in the sun ; the banners of a thou. 
sand different orders gleamed in the radiant light, 
or heavily floated on the wind of the sky. 

But all was still^-^Hstiller than a city of the dead. 
Under the mountains were drawn up the dark hosts 
of the tyrant. They too were drawn' up in order 
and rank, most regular and exact. The shadow, of 
the hills feU upon them, and made iJiem look more 
shadowy stlU. They too were armed, and over thar 
heads dark banners waved, and eyes of fire glanced 
around the awful circle. 

This was the sight on which the boy's attention 
was riveted. 
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A short time again passed away, a few hoxirs of 
preparation and confusion, and I was again attracted 
by the soimd of tiie horn I had heard before. The 
herald proclaimed that aU was ready, and that those 
who would struggle for the land of the free must 
oome forward to strive in the presence of the 
assembled millions. I looked around for the boys, 
but all were gone : I coxdd see none of them. I 
wondered who of them would stand forward first, 
and who of them would attempt the awfiil struggle ; 
for indeed, however terrible it had seemed before 1 
had seen th^ array, it appeared far more so, now 
that the lists wer6 all drawn out and prepared. 

The sun was below the horizon, and the early 
dawn was fleeting over the hills; in the damp 




and hasy light, the star of morning was just 

glimmering, while overhead the deep hlue sky 

still seemed to remember night. The [air was 

cold, and qniet, and windless : the Tast hosts were 

assembled in quiet millions, each in his place. 

The Prince was so engaged with his attendants I 

could not see him ; on either side his followers, clad 

in radiant and shining garments, were drawn out 

line upon line, and every eye fixecl on the centre of 

the plain. It seemed to me as if all the host were 

watching and gazing ; eyes silently grazing were the 

thing which met my attention. The same seemed 

the case on the other side ; for there, too, dark mil. 

Hons were drawn out, which completely finished the 

circle of the plain ; and forth from the dark I could 

see tiieir fiery eyes seemed to glare and gaze on the 

centre. They were hidden from me by the shadow 

of the hills ; and I could only find out where the 

King himself seemed to be, from the greater stir 

which appeared to attend his giving and sending 

his awfiil and rapid messages. The centre of the 

plain was quite empty, clear and free. 

In the centre of all, towards whom every eye 

seemed bait in earnest attention, was a single'figure. 

He stood erect. He was armed from head to foot 

for the fight. A helmet on his head, to save him 

from wounds in the vital part; a breastplate covered 

his breast, which had imprinted on it the cause for 

which he strove—" The Land of the Free." He 

held a sword, on which he was leaning in the 

breathless silence of the pause; a shield covered 

c 2 
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his side, which was turned towards the foe, and 
caught upon its burnished face the light from the 
land beyond the hills. By his side, erect on the 
plain, stood a banner of snowy whiteness, with the 
insignia of the king marked upon it — ^a single cross. 
The youth stood alone ; and strange and somewhat 
awful was his single figure as he stood up in the 
centre of the vast plain. He stood just within the 
light-^for one-half of the plain was in light, which 
fell through the range of mountains, and the other 
half was in darkness. I gazed earnestly on the face 
of the youth — it was Bertram ! The chains of his 
captivity still hung from his hands. Near where I 
was standing I saw that a group of the captives 
had drawn near to gaze on the combat. 

"Six days and nights!" I overheard little 
Ernest's voice. " How long to strive in !" 

" Hush !" said Eustace, ** there is strength given. 
And now, Bertram, how will you strive for your 
high calling ! " 

The strife was to begin at rise of sim, when its 
first beams gilded the banner. All eyes gazed on 
the cross on the top, waiting for it to catch the 
first ray which would flash from it. I noticed 
Bertram's face, it was radiant with joy and hope ; 
his whole attitude betokened confidence, and his 
eyes flashed fire. The sun rose ; the banner caught 
its light. The signal horn sounded over lake and 
valley, hill and plain ; and ere its silver echoes had 
died away, the strife had begim. 
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Come one— come all !" shouted Bertram, sliak- 
ing his baimer, and waving his sword on high. All 
eyes of the countless hosts were turned to the 
centr6. 

" See, see ! Eustace, how boldly Bertram begins,'* 
cried little Ernest. 

" Begins ! " said the other, quietly. 

" Is it not glorious to see it so? Oh! who would 
not strive to be free of their captive's chain V* said 
the child. 

" Now we shall see," said Lucien, scoffingly, " what 
all this striving comes to. I don't believe there is 
anything in it but talking. It is perfectly absurd to 
think one can fight against enemies thick as hail. 
Why, if the Prince does so love us, as they say, 
\vhy does he not strike off the chain at once, in- 
l^tead of exposing us to all this ? It makes me dis- 
believe the whole, it is so unlikely." 

** Nay, nay, Albert," said Lucien, " I don't feel 
that ; but I do feel that that boy, with all his talk, 
will not do much. He is no more than I ; why 
should he be able to strive for the land of the free 
more than I } He can talk ; now let's see how 
he'll act." 

"Look! look!" cried Ernest; the enemy have 
attacked Bertram." 

Bertram's challenge was not long \manswered. 
The King, whom I did not see, shrouded as he was 
in the shadows of the hills, seemed to hear the boy's 
defiance, and in a moment simimoned several of his 
host to his dark and dreadful throne. 
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'* See*8t thou yon boy ?" said lie, with, a deep and 
fearful tone, which, made me shudder. 

The Beings bowed. 

''You see him; he has defied me and minel 
He has defied me in the name of the Prince, yonder, 
whom I hate. He looks on, and is anxious for hia 
success. I hate Him. He overcame me ; and the 
conditions are, the giving a chance to yon boys to 
strive for freedom. It must be done. But hear 
me, he has six days to strive in. The Prince may 
not save him by help against his own will. Ha ! " 
said he^ and the awful laugh re-echoed round the 
shadowy plain, and was answered from a icullioix 
voices of the earnest listeners. "Go," continued be; 
"he is a fiery boy, and has little steadiness. Ha 1 
obey me!" and the Beings bent their heads ia 
awful silence. " Bring me yon boy alive or dead« 
ere the six days are over. Bring him to me saf&*^ 
ply all your arts — ^all — everything ; lose nothing- 
spare nothing. You know youx vast reward : Ha !" 
And afar the listening host re-echoed the awful 
laugh. 

" You have heard— act!" said the King; and in 
a moment the vast lines ceased from, their earnest 
listening, and every eye was fixed on Bertram . 
while forth from the presence of the shadowy King 
stepped the band he had commissioned, swift as 
Hght, clear as Uving minds, subtle and crafty, their 
whole souls, hearts, and minds bent on Bertram's 
fall ; and having sworn solemnly they would not 
see the face of their King again without him. 
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I trembled for him. Is this then the strife for 
one captiye ! What must be the fate of thousands ! 
The hideous band stepped forth into the shadows ; 
I saw them join hands ; I heard them swear not to 
return without him ; I saw their settled, firm, vin* 
dictiye look. They parted, one in heart, in mind, 
and object, I gazed on Bertram ; &n<i plainly saw 
he had seen nothing of what was going on. 

I looked to the tent of the Prince; all was still. 
They, too, seemed listening intently to what their 
Leader spoke. 

But there was no stir. 

At length I saw a single figure move rapidly over 
the plain to where Bertram stood. He was swift 
and strong, and light beamed from his brow, on 
which I read in letters of living light, the word 
" Grace." 

There was something so beautiful, ^o mighty, so 
quiet in the motions of this single On^ from the side 
of the Prince, that my whole attention was fixed on 
his passage across the plain, 

Bertram saw him, and seemed to welcome him ; 
still I beheld, and with sorrow, the boy's attention 
was more turned to the land of the fre^, than tQ the 
figure of the blessed One. 

" The land of the free ! *' I heard Bertram say to 
himself. 

"Grace!" said Eustace, behind me. ''Ernest, 
did you read that word on his brow ? Grace, blessed 
word !" said Eustace to himself. " Oh I that Ber* 
tram may lean on Him." 
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But the awful Beings drew near the boy; and I 
saw the strife was at hand. 

Three of the armed figures came rapidly forward 
from the lines of the t3rrant; on the brow of the one 
I noticed the name " Incastus.*' They aimed their 
spears at Bertram's breast, but the boy was all on 
fire for defiance and resistance. He received the 
first spear manfully on his breast ; the spear-point 
was turned in a moment, and fell in shivers on the 
ground. The second arrow rung upon his shield, 
and the third fiew over his head, and was lost. The 
foremost rushed forward, and strove to close with 
the boy, sword in hand. But the confiict was short, 
for Bertram was well prepared for him, and so well 
managed his arms, offensive and defensive, that the 
foe was beaten on his knees, and retreated with a 
yell of pain. The boy drew himself up, wiped the 
heat from his brow, tried the mettle of his sword, 
placed his shield over his breast, and turned his 
glittering eye and burning brow towards the land of 
the free. A movement of joy was plain along the 
lines of the Prince, and the hosts of gazing eyes 
were fixed intently on the combatant. 

''Glorious! glorious Bertram!" cried little 
Ernest. 

Eustace's eye was fixed on Bertram. He did not 
speak, but kept his finger on his lip, which he pressed 
close, as if his whole soid was bent on the conflict. 

*' Happy Bertram I " said Allan's sad voice, as he 
dragged his chained arms round to where Eustace 
was standing. 
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'^ Bertram has sometliing in him," said Lucien. 

** Wait a while," said Albert, scornfully. 

Bertram's figure stood Beautifully and bravely 
on the plain. The shattered spears lay aroimd 
him. The boy was covered with his armour, and 
seemed quite prepared for another onset. His 
brow throbbed with joy ; his very chains of captivity 
hung loosely on him. He gazed round the gazing 
lines, and gathered confidence ; the figure of Grace 
stood close to him. His arms were folded. An- 
other figure came out from the air— on his brow 
was written " Vigilance." He placed his finger on 
Bertram's hand, as if to draw his attention, and 
pointed with his other to the form of Grace. I 
noticed Bertram's eye did not follow his guiding 
hand. It was fixed on the land of the free. 

Eustace sighed. 

When, what was my surprise to see a figure ap- 
proach Bertram from the other side of the plain, 
clad in light, and beautifully attired. It appeared 
quite on a sudden, and did not seem to have started 
from the tent of the Prince. 

I trusted there was no treachery. 

Bertram instantly stepped out to meet it. I looked 
on the being's brow, and read the name "Incastus," 

" It is one of the foe ! " shouted Eustace, starting 
forward. '* Bertram is never going to be so mad as 
to be taken in ! " 

I noticed the figure was clad as the others had 
been, and strongly resembled them. Though he 
had changed the side of his attack, and was far more 
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richly dressed than those were who had made the 
first assault, I felt sure the fig^e was of the enemy. 

The figure had approached Bertram. "Who 
are you ? " cried the young combatant. " Whence 
come you 1 I know not your appearance." 

" I came from the tyrant, originally ; but so 
struck was I with the courag^ you have shown, that 
I am more than ever incUned to be on the side of 
the Prince." 

And I saw the figure held a mirror up, which 
caught the form of Bertram's figure, and showed it 
to himself. He was evidently pleased, and leaning 
on his sword began to speak to the new comer. I 
did not hear the conversation; but I soon saw 
they were both deeply engaged. 

The figure of Vigilance drew near to Bertram, 
and I saw looked anxiously and sorrowfully at him, 
and pointed with his hand to the form of Qrace. 
Bertram looked up more than pnce ; but his look 
was confused, and he quickly returned to the con- 
versation with the figure. The slightest close atten- 
tion must have shown that it was one of the host 
of the King. In fact, he wore his badge, and had 
approached £rom that side of the plain. But Ber- 
tram seemed strangely in ignorance of the fact. I 
noticed the eyes of thq vast circle were silently fixed 
on the two. There was a peculiar courteousness of 
manner and softness in the enemy ; a great beauty 
of appearance and dress. It plainly had perfectly 
dazzled Bertram. The deep i^ence enabled me to 
catch the conversation. 



" Nay, najf* said Incastus; " sheathe that sword, 
or I can say nothing more to yon ; I cannot bear the 
sight of its point.'' 

Bertram hesitated. He looked at his sword more 
than ever. 

Vigilance drew^ near and touched Bertram. 

" Why hesitate so ? " said Incastus, softly. •* You 
should trust me. You know I mean you no hajm. 
I am myself anxious to he instructed in the mode 
in which I may desert from the tyrant, and join the 
axmies of the Prince. It is unkind and foolish in 
you to fear me It is not likely I should venture to 
draw aside one who has just fought so bravely as 
you. Well, if you will not trust me I must go." 
And Incastus began to move off. * 

Bertram hesitated. He looked at his sword, and 
Vigilance touched it; but he thrust it into the 
sheath. 

*' You have not any mark of the Prince upou you," 
said Bertram, rather perplexed. 

** I know I have not," said the other ; '' but I 

earnestly desire to belong to his ranks, and come to 

you for guidance, and you begin to hold a drawn 

sword before me," said Incastus, peevishly. 
*' Nay I n^y !" said the other, *' I meant no harm | 

it was but necessary caution ; for you looked suspi-* 

cious, you will own," 

" Well, well," said the other, " let us draw off 
into the shadow, for it is unpleasing to speak before 
so vast a crowd." 

" It will be wrong for me," said he -5 ** and, be- 
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sides, it will be useless, for we -shall still be 
watched." 

** Then, farewell !" said Incastus, " I will leave 
you, and return to the tyrant, since you will take no 
pains to guide me." 

'' Stop !" said Bertram, catching his arm, and 
stepping into the shadow, ''I meant not to be 
unkind.. I will do what you will." But his face 
looked perplexed and anxious. Still his soul 
became wrapped up in his fascination about the 
deserter ; and he left his post. I noticed his chains 
dragged heavily and tightly after him, and to walk 
more freely, he was induced to lay his sword down 
on the ground. 

The figure gradually undrew the folds of his 
robe, and beneath them displayed a beautiful pic- 
ture, as it appeared. 

'* How fair a picture, and how beautiful a form !" 
cried Bertram* 

** It is," said the other, smiling and bowing. 

Qrace and Vigilance stood calmly watching, 
with their hands folded, where they were be^ 
fore. 

Presently Bertram and his companion had com- 
pletely passed into the shadow, and his arm leant on 
the shoulder of Incastus. 

" Madness ! " said Eustace to himself, and start- 
ing forward. 

I noticed every eye of the vast circle was fixed 
more intently still on the form of the combatant ; 
and the silence of expectation became death-like. 



But the young soldier was wholly absorbed in 
^castus, and he noticed nothing now which was 
going on around him. Still he seemed uncertain, 
and occasionally stopped, and expressed a hesitation. 
He seemed one moment to be wholly absorbed and 
delighted with the object of his choice ; then to be 
uneasy and hesitating. But there seemed a fascina- 
tion about the stranger, which those who were not 
near could not account for. I noticed, too, the whole 
expression of Bertram's face was changed. There 
was no longer the same high and glowing feeling 
which he had shown as he gazed on the land of the 
free, it was gone, and a debased earthly expression 
had taken its place on his face — a soft and some- 
what sad look, still wholly of earth. 

By degrees, the two figures moved slowly into 
the shadow. 

*' I do not like entering this shadow," said Ber- 
tram. 

*^ A little further," said the other ; '' let us escape 
observation, and I will hear the many reasons there 
are for joining your side." 

Bertram was persuaded, and moved away slowly. 
The centre was deserted, and the forms of Grace 
and Vigilance were left alone. The two seemed in 
deeper conversation than ever. At that moment a 
loud yell of joy burst from the ranks of the tyrant, 
which rang far and wide among the caverns .of the 
vast mountains. 

Bertram started at thq sound, and looked around ; 
but the shadows had become thick darkness. He 
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turned towards Incastos : he started as from a viper. 
The i^Btce of Incastos, which had been so comely, 
was turning fast into the head of a corpse, the 
flesh of which was rotting off in hideous flakes, 
and the eyes glared and rattled in their deep sockets ; 
a horrible grin of malice and hatred had settled on 
the brow and Hps ; the hitherto gay dress fell into 
thin tatters, which scarcely served to cover the 
fr^htful limbs and bones of a skeleton. 

Bertram started to rush away ; but the hideous 
one, with a grin of triumph, laid its bony fingers on 
Bertram's wrist, and with the other hfmd laid hold 
of his chain, which he drew tightly round him, and 
the combatant foimd he was a prisoner. At that 
moment the Mghtful yell again rent the air—* 
"Won! won! won!"— till the mountains rung 
again ; and I thought the echo answered from the 
other side, where the Prince's tents were standing, 
though the echo seemed to have changed its sound, 
and returned the cadence of ''Lost! lost! lost!" 

Poor Bertram seemed wild wi& agony. Again 
and again he struggled to be free; but every 
struggle only bound him closer and closer to the 
hideous living corpse, till I thought another poll or 
two must bring his very face in contact with the 
dropping flesh of the corpse. 

"Away, away, foul one!" shouted Bertram, in 
agony. 

But Incastus drew him on. 

'' What shall I do ?" cried the young soldier, in 
bitter woe. 



THE COXBATAKTS, 31 

" What will he do ?" said Ktde Ernest. 

The eye of Eustace was fixed on Ghrace. 

** I knew what all his boasts would cotne to," 
said Lucien, scornfully. 

** I always said there was no truth in the strength 
of the Prince's cause," said Albert. 

" Alas ! alas ! *' said Allan, sorroWftdly, " that will 
prevent my attempting to strive." 

While they were speaking, the form of Grace had 
slowly drawn up to the side of Bertram, and taking 
up the sword he had dropped, placed it in his hand. 

Bertram grasped it eagerly, and leaning one arm 
on Grace, struck at the hand of Incastus. The 
bony fingers were left clinging to the chain, and 
the hand was severed from the arm. The hideous 
form rushed off to the deeper shadows, and a noise 
of joy thrilled through the gazing hosts of the 
Prince. Bertram returned to his place, but his eyes 
were downcast, and his btow sorrowftil. Grace 
was by his side, and Vigilance at once took up his 
place on the other side. But Bertram seemed an 
altered boy. He gazed a moment at the land of the 
free, and sighed. He had scarcely halted many 
minutes, when a slight sound of a footstep on the 
plain struck his ear; Vigilance laid his hand on 
Bertram, and he looked in the direction of the 
sound. He rapidly drew his sword, and was pre- 
pared for the worst; the sound instantly retired, 
and the plain was still, and Bertram stood alone. 
I saw him, presently, in deep conversation with 
Grace. He seemed engrossed in it. Again the colour 
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returned to his brow, and a gleam of joy broke from 
his eye ; but he did not look, as before, to the land 
of the free, but to the direction in which the Prince 
was standing, to whom the hand of Grace pointed, 
Qrace seemed telling him many things which de- 
lighted Bertram, for his eye glowed with joy, and 
he seemed to be striving to see the Prince, of whom 
Grace was plainly speaking. The soul of the boy 
was full, and his whole expression was more sub- 
dued and calm. The conversation lasted some time, 
so that I wondered no attack was made from the 
tyrant. But I saw Vigilance was close at hand, to 
let Bertram know if danger was near. 

Presently a herald appeared coming over the 
plain, from the dark King ; he bore a white flag uk 
his hand, and he advanced towards Bertram. The 
boy started, and Vigilance touched him. Bertram 
drew his sword, " Nay," said the herald, bowing, 
fmd with a somewhat sad expression, " there is no 
need. Your courage has done its work, and youx 
^al perseverance against the last foe has shown 
your worth of character. The king, my master, 
considers the struggle hopeless, and has sent me 
with his flag of peace, to beg a truce for, at least, 
the night, and assures you no attack need be feared 
again from his quarer, so as you will sheathe your 
terrible sword." 

" It is a good proposal," said Bertram, quickly ; 
" for I did desire to hold further converse with thee, 
my companion," pointing to Grace. 

"Then the treaty is concluded," said the other. 
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" and both sides may lay down their arms." And 
as he spoke, he laid down his own sword on the 
sand, in token that his master, the King, laid down 
his. 

Bertram did not hesitate, but joyfully imbelted 
his sword, and placed it by the sword of the herald. 

He stood nnarmed. **And now," said he to 
Grace, " I have free time to converse with you on 
the character of your Prince ; it is what I delight to 
do. I am truly glad to lay down my arms ; I am 
rejoiced to give up the conflict." 

So saying, he drew nearer to Grace. Still Vigi- 
lance looked exceedingly sorrowful. 

Bertram seemed absorbed in his conversation. I 
noticed his eyes were no longer fixed on the land of 
the free, as they had been, but were intently directed 
to the Prince only. He was also imusuaUy sad, 
and seemed downcast. There was less beaming 
hope in his eye, less joy and triumph on his brow. 

Eustace looked anxious ; but I felt pleased that 
Bertram should be so taken up in conversing on the 
Prince. 

. "Bertram seems to have forgotten he is a soldier," 
said little Ernest to Eustace. 

I noticed at this moment the eyes of the vast host 
were again intently fixed on some objects which 
were approaching. Four figures were seen creeping 
up in the shadow, each of them armed. I saw the 
same name was on all their helmets, as if they be- 
longed to .one detachment of the tyrant—" Spiritual 
Pride." 
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Vigilance more than once touched Bertram ; but 
he was wrapped up in converse. 

'' There can be no harm," said he, " in talking of 
the Prince." 

The men drew nearer, but Bertram did not seem 
to perceive them. I saw each man was armed with 
a spear, and the spear was poisoned, for it dripped 
with venom. The foremost soldier darted his spear, 
and it entered deeply and keenly through the joints 
of his armour, 

" I am wounded," cried Bertram, starting round, 
and grasping for his sword. But his sword had 
been laid aside, and the soldier had stolen off so 
stealthily into the shadow, that Bertram had no 
power of seeing him. " I am wounded," said he ; 
" I feel faint, but I scarcely feel any pain. 'Tis 
strange I shoidd so feel the effect of the wound, with- 
out pain from the wound itself." He leant his arm 
on Grace. Vigilance spoke. 

" Thy wound will unfit thee for vigorous strife. 
'Tis sad you have suffered it." 

But while he spoke another and another arrow 
flew through the air, and each inflicted their soft, 
almost unfelt, wound, through the joints of Bertram's 
armour. A paleness, like death, fell on his brow and 
cheek. 

" Support me !" cried he, falling back on Grace. 
The latter took up the fallen sword and gave it to 
Bertram. 

The boy hastily took it, and grasped it. But be- 
fore he had done it, the enemy had formed a circle 
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around him, and had quite hemmed him in« While 
he had been intent on speaking of the Prince, they 
had had time to close ill around him. And now he 
looked around him, not a single outlet was there at 
which to escape. He still leant firmly on the arm 
of Grace, and his sword supported his other hand. 
He seemed faint and e^thausted; his brow looked 
anxious and pale. " I little thought," said he, sadly, 
as he gazed around on his encircling foes, " that the 
strife would be so hard." 

I was surprised at the delay there was in the 
circle of the enemy. It seemed as if the deter- 
mined expression of Bertram leaning on that calm 
and holy Figure daunted even their ferocity. Eyes 
were gazing all around on the combatant, and I 
thought the Prince Himself could almost be discerned 
among the host of watchers, as if he, too, were all 
intent on Bertram's success. 

The form of Ghrace seemed to bend over Bertram, 
and to whisper in his ear ; the colour mounted over 
the soldier's saddened countenance, and he hung his 
head a moment. I thought, probably, he had been 
told that the Prince was watching him, for he 
grasped his sword convulsively. But I noticed, on 
the other side, that the hosts of darkness were draw- 
ing nearer also, and the fiery eyes of the dark Mo- 
narch seemed to pierce the shadow, as if he were 
intent, also, on Bertram's failure. Bertram appeared 
aware of the intense attention of all around ; and 
the silence became so deep, that the slightest 
movement could be heard. 
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'* How very awful this silence is T' said Ernest. 

'' If he succeed now," said Lucien, '' I shall think 
there is something in the boy after all, and in his 
cause too. Much depends, in my own mind, on his 
conduct now." 

There seemed several movements and manoeuvres 
in the circle of foes. At length a youth sprung 
forward, and stood upright close before Bertram. 
He was strongly and beautifully built ; his dress was 
of the finest texture ; his attitude such as betokened 
his being nobly sprung, and accustomed to the court 
of the King. His brow was fiUed with a look of 
ineffable pride, yet there was such majesty and 
dignity in his face and bearing, I could not but 
admire him. His eye flashed with fire, and showed 
the spirit of one above any feeling of meanness. 
His beautiful dress only served to set off to more 
advantage his graceful form. Planting himself close 
before Bertram, and fixing his keen, but pale blue 
eye fall on the combatant, he folded his arms, for 
he carried no weapons, offensive or defensive, and 
spoke to Bertram. 

*' Youth," said he, " you have gallantly borne 
yourself, and I admire you. I hate the mean and 
cowardly ; I despise the court of yonder dark King, 
though I find it my interest for a time to serve in it. 
I feel it will be my advantage to have a friend like 
you. Will you be my friend ? " 

The boy spoke with such a noble frankness, Ber- 
tram seemed quite perplexed. I had noticed he had 
seemed riveted with his appearance at the first 
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glance. The youth stood before him, and waited 
for his answer. I saw on his brow, despite his 
openness and beauty, evident marks of the host of 
the King, and I coidd trace the letters of the name, 
" Pride of Life." Bertram seemed delighted with 
him, and kept gazing at him silently. It was not 
till the youth spoke again that Bertram started. 
Vigilance touched him. The young soldier rapidly 
cast his eye round on the circle of foes, but they 
had all somewhat drawn back, and appeared less 
offensive. 

" Oh, there is no need to fear them," said the 
other, scornfully ; " they will not harm or touch you 
while / am here ; they are not worth i^our notice :'* 
and he glanced on them a look of ineffable scorn, 
and still stood with his folded arms before Ber- 
tram. 

" No, do not fear them, they are not worth your 
thoughts. Such as you and I may alike despise 
them." 

•*But you belong to the same host as they," 
answered he, hesitatingly : " the mark on your brow 
teUs it." 

" It tells the truth. But I have but been with 
them a short time, and that merely for the purpose 
of seeing their ways. I earnestly desire to leave 
them; and the conduct of such as you would 
make me more still determined to desert so bad a 



cause. 
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" But what would you have me do ?" said Ber- 
tram, hesitating. 



" Do ? Why, follow me, and be somewliat more 
free from restraint. Leave this spot awhile, and 
come with me, where I will show you scenes which 
are just suited to such as you to enjoy. The noble- 
minded alone may take their rest sometimes. Your 
Prince cannot mean you to stay unceasingly in 
that dpot. You will tire of your work, and gain 
no energy for it. Come with me, and I pro- 
mise, at our return, to join the side you would 
have me." 

^'But the banner committed to me," said Ber- 
tram, anxiously, looking up at his flag. 

" Oh ! that is safe for that short time," said he. 
" Follow me. Oh, life is free, and bright, and gay. 
You are losing all by standing here. Everything 
is interesting and lovely to those who will enjoy it." 
And he spoke with a joyous enthusiasm, which 
seemed to strike through Bertram's soul. ^*I 
delight," said he, *' to gaze on the lines of tents 
drawn up, to examine their fluttering banners, and 
read their various mottoes. If we can go no 
further than that, at least, Bertram, come for 
that." 

Bertram seemed taken with the open manner and 
bearing of the boy, and doubtfully drew from his 
post. The banner still stood waving where 
it was, and the figures of Grace and Vigilance were 
left beside it. 

The youth led off Bertram ; and I thought I saw 
a glance of haughty triumph flash from hiB brow, as 
he gazed around on the surroimding millions. 
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Alas ! poor Bertram," thought I ; ^' again 
deceived !" 

The youth at once engaged in conversation. He 
seemed speaking of things which were free and 
wild, by his gesture, and the directions to which 
he pointed. 

A slight noise made Bertram turn suddenly 
round. His banner shook. The circle of men 
had suddenly drawn in round it, and the hand 
of one already grasped the silver staff which 
bore it. 

''My banner!" shouted Bertram, wildly, and 
springing back; but the hand of the youth held 

" Away ! stand back !" shouted Bertram. " See 
my banner : you have deceived me !" and he 
struggled to be free. 

The other coldly laughed. 
Why did you come, then V* said he. 
Why come, scoffer !" said Bertram indignantly ; 

was it not you lured me ?" 

" Yes : but there was no need for you to follow," 
said the other, smiling coldly and contemptuously, 
and still holding Bertram firmly. 

" Fool that I was !" said the agonized boy, as, 
with one desperate effort, he burst from the hold of 
the youth, and rushed to his tottering banner, 
struck down with one blow the man who grasped it, 
and seizing it with one hand, as it was in the act of 
falling, with the other so furiously swung his sword, 
as made the rei^t draw back. 
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*/ Not SO easily, either, to get free from Pride of 
Life," cried a voice, as the youth, rushing after 
Bertram, stood straight before him, his face flushed 
with rage, and his eyes flashing fire. He suddenly 
let his cloak fall from his shoulder, and showing his 
full figure, threw his arms into the attitude of a 
wrestler, and prepared to strive with Bertram for 
the mastery. The two looked fairly matched, in 
strength, in fire, and determination. Bertram stiU 
closely grasped his banner, and his eye seemed to 
flash defiance at his foe. 

Silence deeply sunk upon the plain ; and I saw 
the countless eyes were fixed on the combatants. 
Bertram was aware of it, for he looked around him 
on the gazing millions, and seemed aware how many 
anxiously watched the strife. 

" If you will not be my friend, you shall be my 
foe, proud boy !" said the other. 

"Your friend! Never again!" said Bertram, 
indignantly, planting his foot firmly on the groimd. 

*' You will have it, then !" said the other, spring- 
ing forward. 

Pride of Life flung himself on Bertram, and the 
young combatant, finding the struggle was to be one 
of wrestling, not with arms, prepared for the deadly 
struggle. Each strove with every limb and power 
he possessed to overcome his adversary. The form 
of Grace, I saw, stood by the side of Bertram, and 
continually gave him aid. The white banner floated 
above his head. It seemed a strife of no small conse- 
quence, and the success was various : now Bertram 
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was victorious, now the foe. They wrestled as 
those who ** strove for the mastery." The enemy 
was clearly strong, active, and courageous, and was 
bent on success. Bertram was exhausted by pre- 
vious suffering of mind and body, and seemed often 
on the point of failing. When for a moment he 
was victorious, I noticed the joy which seemed to 
thrill through the host of the Prince. When the 
other for the time overcame, a shout of triumph 
burst from the shadows of the hill. I noticed that 
Bertram, whenever his face came to view, was pale 
and exhausted ; his brow wet with the sweat which 
the strife wrung out. But at length it ended; 
and Bertram, by one successful effort, hurled his 
active foe out of the ring of those who stood 
around, and that with such violence, that he 
rolled bleeding on the sand, biting the dust with his 
pain. Bertram leaned against the banner, pale and 
worn. His eye turned faintly towards the form of 
Vigilance, who stood beside him, and I saw Grace 
bore him up. I thought he seemed dying : he was 
unable to speak, and his languid eye did not even 
turn towards the land of the free. But he was 
victorious. I noticed he more than once looked 
towards the vast host who watched the conflicts 
and was cheered; and one came across, bearing 
something from the Prince, which seemed espe- 
cially to cheer him. I was told it was a token of 
His having watched the whole conflict, and of His 
being well pleased. Poor Bertram shed tears on 
the blessed token, and pressed it to his lips fervently. 
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'' I little thought," said he, " when this strife be- 
gan, how it would be ; I little thought, when I 
boasted highly, that I should find it so hard a strife. 
I am very worn and weary. Do you think I shall 
ever reach the land of the free ? " And he looked 
anxiously up in the face of the messenger. 

^* You stand far nearer it, and your hope is fairer 
than when your assurance of it was higher," said 
he, encouragingly. 

A glow of joy lit up Bertram's pale face, but it 
was transient. 

" I fear the strife," added he, sadly; <*if it has 
been so wild already, how shall I bear on to the 
end ? I shall never reach the goal," said he. 

Grace drew near. *' I am with you," said he. 

Bertram looked confident. '' Yes, yes ! I know 
it ; you have borne me up already. Yes, yes ! with 
you I shall be safe ; I shall reach the land of the 
free." 

Vigilance drew near. 

'* I would rest awhile," said Bertram ; " and after 
so stem a conflict I surely may." And he threw 
himself on the sand to sleep. 

Vigilance appeared in brighter light, still with his 
anxious brow, and his finger pressed on his lip. 
Bertram had scarcely thrown himself on the groimd, 
when I noticed a new group approach the sleeping 
combatant. They consisted of several figures 
again, and a little child among them, gaily dressed 
with flowers, and a small silver harp hung round his 
Qeck. His curling locks were entwined with flowers. 
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and his smiling blue eye, and happy face, delighted 
my dreaming mind. Those who were around the 
child were armed as the other soldiers of the dark 
King, but they kept the child before them, as if to 
screen them. I wondered what would be this new 
device. 

As the child drew nearer Bertram, it began to 
pass its small fingers over the silver harp, and struck 
out music so sweet and soothing that it would have 
lulled the most active to sleep. He drew near to 
Bertram, treading softly all the while, lest he 
should wake him. I noticed on the child's brow 
was written the words, ** Innocent Ease.'* 

Vigilance touched Bertram, and the boy started. 
" Who touched me ? " cried the weary boy; and im- 
mediately the child played its soft music, and gently 
sung its song in a voice so sweet, that Bertram was 
lulled in a moment. 

None touched you," said the child, gently. 

Rest, rest ; it is but fair you should, after your 
weary and gallant fight. It would be indeed hard, 
if you might not rest after such a noble fight." 

Bertram was persuaded. '' True, true," cried he, 
" I surely may rest now, if ever." 

'* There is no rest while you are in the centre of 
the plain, and all the eyes on you," said the voice 
of Vigilance. 

" That were hard, indeed," said the child. " What 
was rest made for, save for th^ brave and good ? " 

'^ True, true," said Bertram, and tried to sleep, 
and the child sung again to him. 
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" Many, many hours of your six days' strife are 
gone and past for ever," returned Vigilance. "The 
time fast shortens of your combat; the eyes all 
watch you; your banner can never be safe while you 
sleep; awake, Bertram!" 

" He who rests is more able to fight — ^he is re- 
freshed," said the child ; " he can fight more bravely 
to-morrow ;" and his voice dropped off into a sooth- 
ing melody. 

" True, true," said Bertram, " I shall fight the 
better to-morrow." 

" And while you sleep the banner may be taken, 
for enemies may lurk around," said Vigilance, anxi- 
ously. 

** I will watch, and I will wake you if enemies 
approach," said the child ; and Bertram was soon 
again asleep. 

He was scarcely lulled to sleep, when I saw three 
or four figures approach stealthily over the sand, and 
the nearer they came, the more the child played its 
soothing strain. The men came nearer ; Bertram 
awoke not. They seized the banner ; still he awoke 
not. Vigilance strove to rouse him, but his face 
was turned to the child, and he would not listen. 
The banner tottered, heaved up, and was borne 
away. Bertram started up — ^his charge was gon^. 
" Where is my banner ! " cried he in agony. 

"I know not," said the laughing child, who 
laughed all the louder. Bertram caught at the child 
in his fury, but he slipped through his hold. " Oh ! 
you will never catch me, if that is what you want," 
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said Innocent Ease, and he swept merrily over the 
plain, gaily and gladly as he had come, with his 
silver harp on his shoulder and the fading flowers 
in his hair. 

Bertram was in despair. Again his charge was 
gone. " What a strife is this ! " said he to himself. 
*' How little I thought it would he such agony as 
this to gain the land of the freel" and he pressed 
his hand on his aching hrow, and wept. '^Oh, 
Eustace, Eustace ! " said he, " what would you say 
to me now ? Would I had never heen the first to 
fight. The last, the very last, I should have been I 
I'm imdone, undone!" and I saw the boy's tears 
chase each other rapidly over his iron chain, and 
trickle on the sand. 

Grace drew near, and Bertram moved . towards 
him. 

A hand seemed to point Bertram's attention in 
one direction. He looked, and saw his banner 
leaning against a rock, at the edge of the vast plain. 
His first impulse was to rush after it; but the 
difficulties were nimiberless. He had no sooner 
set forth, than he lost sight of it ; and the sha- 
dows cast by the hills were such, that he could 
not pierce them. But he pressed on, and I saw 
the countless eyes watched and followed his every 
movement. 

" I never, never must lose it," said he, ** when the 
eye of my Prince is on me. Oh ! that I had never 
left my post !" 

The sand of the plain now became softer and 




softer, and I saw he sank in at every step. I felt 
sure some treachery was iptended. But on pressed 
Bertram. He seemed buoyed up with hope, in 
spite of every difficulty. I feared lest the enemy 
woidd take him at a disadvantage, and attack him ; 
but, strange to say, they did not. Whether it was 
the figure of Ghrace by his side, on which he con- 
tinually leant, or that Vigilance so constantly 
watched him, that nothing might take him by 
surprise, I could not tell. At length, he caught 
sight of the banner again, and he darted forward 
with redoubled zeal ; but again it flew before him. 
He looked discouraged, and was inclined to sink, 
when a voice said, "The eyes, the eyes, which 
watch you !" The words thrilled through him like 
new life. Again he sprung forward, and again the 
banner rose and sank before him, amid shouts and 
peals of laughter from those who carried it away. But 
on pressed Bertram. The men who bore it seemed 
tired of their work, and had stopped to rest beneath 
the rock. They were gathered in a band around 
the staff, and had prepared to drink and make 
merry. Bertram seemed to watch their motions, 
and to await a favourable moment. Worn out and 
weary, he took up his place beneath the cover of a 
small hill of sand, and kept his eye fixed on his foe. 
Grace was standing close behind him, with his 
calm and lovely figure, bearing the young combat- 
ant's sword, while Vigilance pointed out to Bertram 
the different movements of the inen. " Use wisdom 
and wariness towards your enemies," said a v(nce. 
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Bertram seemed to be resting from his weary 
pursuit, but it was no rest of ease-— it was one of 
watching. " The eyes, the watching eyes, are on 
me !" I heard him say. 

By degrees, the revellers seemed to drop off, one 
by one, to sleep, and the banner was left almost 
without a defender. The young soldier eagerly 
sprang forward: his whole soid seemed fixed on 
recovering his banner; and I saw he made his 
effort without Grace. He grasped the staff with 
his hand; but it would not leave its hold in the 
earth, and the boy looked down on his sleeping 
foes with anxiety. So eager was he, and determined 
to succeed, and so soon he had forgotten his former 
defeats, that he never discovered he was acting 
without his companion. His violent efforts to tear 
up the staff at length roused the sleeping foe. 

" Ha ! and you will dare us ! " cried he, as, 
with a sudden spring, he upset Bertram's balance, 
and hurled him to the ground, and the banner 
with him, torn up by the sudden violence of the 
action. I noticed on the brow of the foe was 
written, *' Vain Confidence." The two lay strugg- 
ling on the ground : now one had the superiority, 
now the other, and Bertram did not seem to have 
discovered he was without Qrace, Grace drew 
near, and Bertram's eye caught the Form : he 
stretched out his hand to the figure, who imme- 
diately helped him, and, with another effort, Ber- 
tram's foe lay stretched upon the plain. The banner, 
torn up from the ground, was borne back by the 



young combatant to his place in the centre of the vast 
circle ; and, once more, he rested from the conflict. 



But it would tire to go through each point 
minutely of Bertram's conflict. His enemies were 
wary, and the soldier's whole attention could 
scarcely keep himself ready for them. I saw how 
altered his expression gradually became : it had, by 
degrees, entirely lost its burning joy, and a feel- 
ing, most chastened, between anxiety and hope, had 
taken its place. 

The vast circle of witnesses still gazed around on 
the warrior : their eyes watched every moyement. 
When Bertram succeeded, it was plain a thrill of 
gladness passed through the host of the Prince ; 
and, when he failed, a laugh of triumph echoed 
among the shadow of the mountains, from the war- 
riors of the dark monarch. 

Plainly the strife was drawing to its close. The 
anxious interest had become more and more intense 
around, and all seemed to show that the conflict 
would soon be determined. Pale, worn and wan, 
Bertram still kept his place. His banner was above 
him. His eye, calmer than it was, yet full of 
anxiety, rested on the point where the Prince was. 
His hand grasped his sword ready for any sudden 
attack. Grace and Watchfulness were close beside 
him, and the silence of death was all around, as if 
the witnesses would scarcely breathe, so intent were 
they on the issue of the conflict. 

*' How very awful it is," said little Ernest, " to 
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think of fighting before so many witnesses ! They 
seem to watch every movement Bertram gives. 
It frightens me, Eustace, to think of it. Suppose I 
should fall or fail, how dreadful to do so before yon 
glorious host." 

*' Yes," answered the other, " but how blessed to 
overcome, and that before the eyes of the Prince 
himself." And Eustace's eyes kindled with an un- 
usual joy as he spoke. 

'^ But the time draws nigh, Ernest, for I heard the 
village clock strike its last before midnight : Ber- 
tram has but one more hour to strive." 

The last toll of the clock had indeed just floated 
past, and the strife of the young warrior drew to its 
end. Oh ! would he succeed. He did not seem to 
know how near his appointed time was ; but was as 
one, who, weary with a long journey, still gazes 
anxiously on the last point of his road, not knowing 
that beyond it is home. 

But far more concerned were those who were 
gathered round. From the deep stillness, the 
earnest attention, the glances of the gazing eyes, 
I saw that all around were becoming aware that 
this moment was to determine the future history of 
the young combatant. Eustace, Ernest, Allan — all 
drew near, intensely anxious to see the end. But 
amidst all the excitement, Bertram alone was calm. 
He still stood gazing on the spot where the Prince 
was, and holding in his chained hands , the sword 
and shield of his conflict. He no longer looked on 
the land of the free : that, though still the object 
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of his hopes, was not now the point which he 
seemed to heed. 

^'The last hour— one effort more/' shouted a 
voice from the dark. 

Bertram started. " The last hour ! " said he to 
himself. '' The last hour I" and his lips turned deadly 
pale, and quivered as he spoke. " The last hour ! I 
did not think it was so near. Oh ! Eustace, Eustace, 
would that I were like you. Oh! Eustace— calm, 
holy Eustace, would you were with me now to 
cheer and help me ! '' And I saw the poor boy turn 
towards the part where Eustace was; and as he 
turned, I saw the tears were running quickly down 
his pale sunk face, and his eye wandered over the 
part where we were standing, but plainly without 
seeing Eustace. Just then he seemed to catch a mo- 
mentary sight of the light which glowed behind the 
hill. " The land of the free !" said Bertram. " Oh ! 
happy, blessed land; land I used to talk of with 
Eustace ; land of the unchained hand and unfettered 
arm. Oh ! shall I — shall I ever reach you, through 
this last dreadful hour ? Eustace, would you were 
with me !" 

Eustace sprung forward as if to go to him, but an 
unseen power held him back. The figure of Grace 
drew closer still to Bertram, and the boy seemed 
calmed. Vigilance touched him with his hand; 
and Bertram turned towards the foe. 

The last of the band were approaching fast ; firm, 
resolute, determined, and bent on the ruin of 
Bertram. 
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I need not tell the yarious success of it— it was 
wild work — and through that one hour, it seemed 
as if Bertram's whole life were Hved over again. 
I noticed that at first the plain seemed filled with 
beings, who came up in troops, around the yoimg 
warrior, and then dispersed as quickly; they seemed 
to me, to be like the figures of the different enemies, 
who, at yarious times, had assailed Bertram. It 
was as if eyery form of his foes had come for- 
ward to distress him in his last struggle. They 
shook their blood-stained swords at Bertram, and 
laughing aloud, as if to make him feel they were not 
really subdued, rushed away in airy troops oyer the 
plain, with all their coloured dresses floating through 
the moonlight air, like figures in a dream, or phan- 
toms of the feyered brain. 

"Away! away! yile forms," cried Bertram, wildly, 
as he struck at them with his drawn sword. " Away! 
away ! I thought I had long since conquered you. 
Why do you all come round me again in my last 
hour ? " But the only answer which came was a low, 
whispered laugh, which fluttered over the plain, and 
left the combatant striking at forms of air. 

But beings of more real shape approached Ber- 
tram's side, and against whom he drew not his 
sword in yain ; blow followed blow, and the clang 
of shield and sword echoed over the plain. Yet in 
the midst of this last wild conflict, Bertram con- 
tinually seemed haunted by the same mocking phan- 
toms, which recalled him to the agonies of his pre- 
vious strifes. " Away ! away !" cried he frequentlyj 
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as he struck at the figures in his determined 
courage. 

Qrace drew near him closer still ; had it not been 
for that, I know not how the poor boy would have 
borne the conflict. I frequently could not see him 
for the mists which surrounded him. The strife 
was stem ; but plainly Bertram held his groimd, 
and kept his post. By degrees, the mists so entirely 
covered him that I could not discern him at all ; and 
none, save the eyes of the vast multitude, coidd see 
the yoimg combatant. We strove hard to get sight 
of him, but in vain ; whenever we caught even a 
faint glimpse, it was only of the form of a pale and 
bleeding warrior, whose sxmken face seemed grow-> 
ing paler and more wan, and whose eye grew more 
anxious. But whether we saw him or not, above 
the mist and above the strife we plainly saw the 
banner waved in safety, with the silver cross gleam- 
ing upon it. 

So continued the strife, severe and deadly. Ever 
and anon I saw some dark one overthrown, and bite 
the dust in his anguish ; and sometimes the shouts of 
the warriors, and groans of the wounded, burst from 
the clouds of dust which were thrown up. I ima- 
gined at times I heard Bertram's voice. I saw that 
figures, thin as shadows, passed in quick succession 
from the seat of the glorious Prince, as if they came 
with messages to the soldier's fainting spirit ; at 
times, too, voices came from the dark King, and 
those around him, which cheered on the band who 
were making their last efibrt on Bertram. 
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The time drew on ; the hour sped away, and the 
interest became breathless. Wonderful! that for 
one boy's strife tiiousands should be so intent and 
anxious! 

^' The banner — ^the banner !" shouted Ernest, *' it 
is sinking, and the hour is on the point of striking. 
Oh ! Eustace, if Bertram should fail after all." 

" He will not fail," said Eustace ; '* his Prince 
loves him, and Grace is close by him." 

Eustace spoke this with more confidence than 
usual for him. " But see, the banner rises again." 

The Tillage clock began to strike the hour of 
midnight, the six days were complete, the strife was 
over, the combat at an end. No sooner had the 
first toll of the clock struck than a rushing sound 
passed over the plain, and thousands of airy figures 
and phantoms seemed to pass along in hurrying 
troops : as they swept by, murmuring sounds broke 
from them. Voices broke from the vast moimtains, 
deep and hollow, like canons in a vault ; and the 
sound of thousands of footsteps were heard among 
the wild rocks and chasms, as of a multitude retiring 
in haste : above all this strange chaos of noise, I 
heard, as if raised by ten thousand tongues, ''Lost, 
Lost, Lost." But amid this strange confusion of 
noises, nothing could be seen of Bertram or the ban^ 
ner, for the thickest mist surrounded both, and we 
were left in awfiil suspense as to the issue of the 
conflict. It appeared as if the passing troops of 
phantom forms would never have finished their 
retreat ; for each moment they became more and more 
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numerous, as if the whole air had been full of them 
before. 

Presently, however, the sky gradually became 
clearer and clearer, and the stars shone out bright 
as crystal. The dark mountains stood out in ragged 
rims of ebony against the sky, and the glow began 
to rise behind the hill which shut out the land of the 
firee. 

At this moment a most sweet and lovely sound 
rose &om the host of the Prince, a sound of triumph, 
yet of peace, and movements like the rustling of 
wings ; I looked, and beheld a most strangely beau- 
tiful scene. The mist which had lifted up, had 
shown the hosts of the glorious Prince in plainer 
shape than we had at all seen them before. I saw 
vast lines of beautiful Beings, arranged in wondrous 
order; no foot was from its place, every hand 
seemed ready to strike a harp which they, each and 
all, held. Their flowing dress was white, as driven 
snow, and fell in the softest folds, like snow reefs 
beneath the moon. Their order was wonderful, 
and their nxmibers infinite. Every face was 
shadowed ; but I saw on every brow lingered a light, 
caught from the silver cross which bore the banner 
of the Prince. Every eye seemed bent on one point 
alone, and that was the spot where the mist still 
himg over Bertram. It was as if the whole at- 
tention of the glorious and countless host was 
wrapped up in that one boy's strife. The Prince I 
strove in vain to see : I only could tell where he was 
by the light and glory which shone around his tent. 



THE COMBATANTS. 55 



I longed to know what would happen ; I longed 
to hear those ten thousand harps struck at once ; I 
thought the harmony would he strangely heautiful. 
I listened, and so indeed seemed all around me, for 
I heard not even a hreath, save that once little 
Ernest spoke, as if his voice were choking—" Oh ! 
Eustace." Eustace, with his finger on his lip, was 
fixed in unbroken gaze on the mist which shrouded 
Bertram still. A low and lovely sound broke out 
from the line—" Won ! Won ! Won .'" and the echo 
had no sooner died away among the hills, than the 
voices again and again broke out — " Won ! Won ! 
Won /" The sounds rose sweetly, and quickly suc- 
ceeded each other, like the circles of water on a 
passing stream, and the ripples of a wandering river. 
My attention was so taken up, that I had hardly 
noticed that the mist around Bertram was break- 
ing away, and his banner appearing erect and firm. 
In a few moments a form was seen, as of one lying 
beneath the banner. It was Bertram — ^pale, wan, 
and exhausted. I saw Grace was close beside him; 
but Vigilance was passing away. The mist plainly 
was ve^ heavy around hL and his spirit seemed 
sinking. — " Lost ! Lost ! All lost. Oh ! Eustace, 
Eustace, you will go to the land of the free ; but I, 
I must wear these chains of my captivity for ever." 
And the poor boy lifted up his fettered hands, on 
which the links of his chain hung, and wept bitterly. 
"Happy, happy Eustace — you will conquer. I was 
full of hope — full of vain glory, and here is my end 
— ^undone, undone ; and yet I did mean well. I did 
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long to go to the land of the free : I did long to be 
free of the chains of my captivity. Lost I Lost." 

" Nay, not lost," said a Voice ; " you have won 
the conflict." 

*' But I heard the cry, it echoed among the hills 
—Lost! Lost! Lost!" 

*' True. But heard you not the sound but now— - 
Won! Won! Won!" 

^' I heard it, but it was not for me — ^no, no ; I am 
undone. Oh ! Eustace, how we did talk together of 
the land of the free." And the poor boy seemed to 
be speaking as if Eustace were by him, as he sat 
up, leaning his tired head on the staff of his banner, 
while all around lay the broken fragments of the 
conflict, and his sword and shield, on the sand 
beside him ; behind stood the cahn form of Gbrace, 
with folded arms and eyes silently fixed on the 
wounded warrior. 

" Lift up your eyes," said a Voice. " You have 
won the conflict." 

"What! when I have been wounded all over? 
When I have thrice deserted my post ? When I have 
let my banner be removed? When I have dis- 
couraged others from attempting the strife ? Nay, 
nay, I have won no victory. I am unworthy, utterly 
unworthy. I have nothing to show the Prince, 
nothing ; and the dark King will claim me as his 
own, a chained captive for ever !" 

" But your banner is there, and your post has 
been kept, and the hour has struck." 

" But I am wounded, disarmed. How shall the 
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Prince accept such as I ? He will not— he cannot. 
My armour is in tattered rags, and my honour gone !" 

His voice was most sorrowful, and his face full 
of sadness and anxiety. At this moment, the mist 
that was clearing, gradually rolled away close before 
Bertram's face, and I saw it left a clear passage like 
a sunbeam, which opened a way straight from the 
face of the sinking warrior to the point where the 
Prince was standing. I saw down this pathway in 
the mist a beam of most glorious and lovely light 
burst, and fell full on Bertram's sunken eye and 
pallid brow, as if it came straight from the eye of 
the Prince. 

I doubted not Bertram saw more ; and that his eye, 
which could gaze up the pathway, beheld clearly 
the Face of the " King in his beauty." But we saw 
only the effects ; and they were wonderful indeed. 
In a moment his whole expression of countenance 
became changed. A look of rapture succeeded to 
that of deep anxiety and sorrow which had occupied 
it. He lifted up his head, which had fallen back, 
weary and worn, and fixed his eye intently on 
something we could not see. His soul seemed ab- 
sorbed in the sight ; a glance of ecstacy burst from 
his eye, and he lifted up his chained hands, and 
clasping them together, while the long links hung 
down on the sand, his lips quivered for a moment, 
and he burst out with an expression of joy and 
delight. •• Saved — saved for ever ! " 

I think I can see him now; the dark night all 
around ; his face just now shaded with the mists ; 
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but now, on a sudden, while daxkness still hung on 
hill, and plain, and sky, on his face alone shone a 
lustre so glorious, as the sun in mid-day could not 
equal* The blaze of light made all the scene 
around darker than eTer. I heard no sound or 
movement near me; all seemed entranced in the 
sight. We could not see what Bertram saw, but 
we felt sure he was gazing on ^' the King in his 
beauty, and he saw the land which was very far 
off." We felt sure that in that moment his fainting 
spirit was filled with life, and his bleeding wounds 
healed. We felt sure he had won the victory, and 
that his Prince accepted him as a victorious warrior, 
and had spoken rest to his soul. We felt sure 
Bertram had found peace where he alone could 
find it, in the love of Him who had fought and 
bled for him, and whose banner had floated over 
the combatant in aU his strife. 

The scene was but for a moment. Bertram's face, 
for a few minutes, was what it used to be. The 
same glow of living joy beamed from his radiant 
eye, but higher, holier, purer. It was but for a mo- 
ment : the boy calmly sunk back on the plain, his 
eye closed, his wan face became ashy pale, his hair 
feU back on the sand, his chained arms fell on his 
bosom, and his hands were folded, his eyelid closed, 
he seemed to sleep ; yet so calmly, so peacefully. 
Figures approached him, and I saw they raised 
him up among them ; when they lifted him up, his 
chains feU from his hands, and Bertram, the cap- 
tive, was free. 




" Bertram I Bertram ! you are free I '* cried Eus- 
tace, in an agony of joy. 

" Free ! Free for ever I For ever free ! Oh, 
happy, happy Bertram," cried Ernest, in ecstacy. 
" Oh, would that I were Bertram !*' 

" Bertram is free ! The captive is free ! Free 
by the word of. the Prince ; free by the law of his 
King," ssdd Eustace. 

" But, Oh I Eustace, how calm he looks. He 
sleeps, Eustace; he does not know his joy. Oh, 
donH you remember how he used to delight to 
speak of being free ! Oh, did not his eye kindle 
when he used to talk of being free of his chain ! 
Dear Bertram ! Happy Bertram ! And now he is. 
free — ^free for ever." And Ernest's eyes gushed 
with tears, and he buried his face in his hands, and 
he could say no more. 

*' I almost think I could fight, too," said Allan, 
faintly, and sadly smiling, as he dropped his heavy 
chain close to Eustace. ^ I almost think I could ; 
do you know ? " 

"What are you thinking of, Lucien?" said 
Albert. 

" Leave me alone," said Lucien ; " I want to be 
to myself." And Lucien leant on the wall, With his 
hand under his head, gazing on the spot where 
Bertram lay. 

I said they lifted Bertram up, and bore him away. 
His armour all dropped from him, and lay in frag- 
ments on the place where he had fought. What 
wanted he of armour more 1 All his enemies had 
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fled away, like figures in a dream, before the mom. 
ing light, and his hands were loose from their 
chains, and that was what Bertram always longed 
for. In place of his armour he was clothed in 
the purest white. They bore him on, beings 
most beautiful, and a gentle music played the 
whUe, and sighed across the plain. But Bertram 
neither moved nor spoke ; his conflict was over, 
his battles won. He needed no more the sword or 
the shield, the breastplate or the bow. 

I followed him with my eye. They bore him 
towards the dark mountain; they approached the 
spot where the chasm was ; it opened as they came 
near, and a flood of light and glory gushed forth. 
I heard the glowing music, I saw the jewelled in- 
sects; I saw the flowing rivers, and I saw the 
everlasting hills. I saw the troops of the free, and 
the bands of those who fight no more ; no hand was 
chained, no brow was sad in the land which was 
beyond the hill. They bore him through the en- 
trance, and as they did so, I fancied I saw Bertram 
gently rise, as if from a sleep, and clasping his hands 
in ecstacy as he caught the glorious sight, I thought 
I heard him say — " Oh, Eustace, the captive is free !" 

But just then the hands of the glorious host, which 
had hitherto been held motionless over their harps, 
struck their golden strings with one accord, and 
the sound of joy which burst from their music was 
so glorious, tliat the earth and air seemed to swell 
with triumph. It seemed as if the music spoke of the 
Prince, and of him who was free, and of his being 
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safe in the land he had longed for, and of the vic- 
tory he had won, and of how it was all through the 
King, who loyed him. But while I listened to the 
music the chasm had closed, Bertram was gone, and 
I saw him no more. 

"All gone! Eustace," said Ernest. *^A11 gone, 
and we are left!" 

To fight?" said the other. 
Oh, yes !" cried Ernest. " Oh ! is it not worth 
the strife ? Oh! Eustace, Eustace, to have such an 
end is worth a thousand years of strife ! " 

" Eustace," said Allan, feebly, " will you teach 
me how to fight ? — ^for I think I could do anything 
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now." 



'* Eustace! come here," cried Lucien. Eustace 
drew near. 

"Eustace, let us hear what you think of all 
this. Do you think we must fight to go there ] " 
said he, pointing to the land of the &ee. 

" There is no other way," said Eustace. 

Lucien was silent and thoughtful. 

" Bertram is gone," said Eustace, " and now let 
\is follow him. He is gone ; his strife is over, his 
■victory won, his sword he needs no more. He is 
saved, by the love of the Prince. He has seen the 
King in his beauty, and is gone to the land which is 
very far off." 



I do not know whether it was days or hours 
passed, but some time did go by in my dream since 
the captive was freed, ere I looked again. But 
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when I did at last turn my attention towards the 
spot where Bertram's shield still lay usless on the 
ground, and Bertram's spear and sword lay idle 
by its side ; the plain was empty and quiet, save that 
all around, the gazing thousands of both hosts were 
there, with all their witnessing eyes. I was attracted 
by well known voices behind me, '* Farewell, 
Ernest — child 1 have loved. May be, we shall 
meet yet, in the land of the free, where the captive 
wears his chain no more, and the tear of the mourner 
is dried." 
It was the voice of Eustace. 
*' Oh ! Eustace, Eustace, let me go with you — ^let 
me come too ; I will fight by your side : I will die 
with you. Oh ! I cannot bear my chain without 
you." And little Ernest wept. 

'' Be still, Ernest," said Eustace ; '^ you may not 
come yet— you may not fight with me : we each 
must fight alone, and enter alone the land of our 
freedom. Watch me go away — and if indeed I do 
bear my confiict well, then it will be a reason for you 
to strive too. Farewell, Ernest. We yet shall meet 
again, by the soft shining river, and the flowers 
which never fade." 

" The soft shining river ! Oh, Eustace ; and who 
will there be to talk to me of that, when you are 
gone ; and whose voice will make me long to go 
there as you have done ?" 

'' I will try and talk to you, Ernest. I will try and 
speak about the land of the free ; " said the feeble 
voice of Allan, who, dragging his chain after him. 
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came up to Ernest's side : but Ernest's soul was full 
of Eustace ; and his eyes full of tears, were fixed 
on the face of Eustace : he did not heed Allan, and 
the little boy hanging his head, drew away. " Yes ! 
Allan, yes," said Eustace. ^* You shall talk with 
Ernest — and you will be with us in the land of the 
free." Allan looked up : Eustace's kind manner 
touched him. '' Oh ! would that I might," said 
he. But almost before his words were ended Eustace 
had gone, and Ernest's straining eyes were gazing 
after him. 

" Now, how will Eustace fight i I suppose he will 
be a model soldier. Oh! Lucien," said Albert, 
sufieringly. 

"He'll do his duty if ever warrior did," said 
Lucien, not taking his eyes off Eustace. 

" Why, we shall have you fighting next, Lucien." 

'* Well, and if you should," said the other, " may 
be you'll have seen a worse soldier." 

" Oh, I did not mean to find any fault with your 
courage— do not be so offended, Lucien : but seri- 
ously, do you mean to stand up there and fight ? " 

" I shall wait and see how Eustace does," replied 
he. Albert laughed. 

Meantime Eustace had passed to his place. 

" Ernest !" said Allan feebly — ^but he had no 
answer. " Ernest," again said the feeble voice. 

"^e has taken his place I" said Ernest, his bright 
eyes glistening through his tears, and never taking 
them off Eustace. " Ernest, would you like to talk 
to me of the land of the free ? I should." 



'^ See, see how gallantly Eustace has taken his 
station — ^see how nobly he bears himself. Oh ! 
who is like Eustace," continued Ernest, taking no 
heed of Allan. 

'* Well, but Ernest, I think it is pleasanter to 
look at the land of the free than at those terrible 
spears and swords." 

"But how are we to get there without them?" 
said the other rather indignantly, without taking his 
eyes off Eustace. 

A cloud of sadness passed over the brow of 
Allan ; and he looked at his chain. 

" Get there ! Ah, I never thought of that — ^never 
thought of that, /never shall get there." 

" Nay, do not weep Allan," said Ernest, more 
kindly. " I will come presently, and talk ; but I 
must gaze on Eustace awhile." 

But Allan had drawn away. 



All eyes were on Eustace. He stood where Ber- 
tram had stood before. His figure erect, his helmed 
head and armed breast turned towards the tent of 
the Prince; his sword in his hand, drawn, and 
glittering, his shield covered his side. I saw the 
hand of Grace beside him, and his fingers moved 
as if they traced letters in different parts ; and when 
they were removed I could trace on his helmet the 
word " Salvation," and on his shield, " Faith," on 
the armour that covered his feet the word " Peace ;" 
and on his sword-blade the name of the Prince. His 
breast-plate glittered with the word " Righteousness." 
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*' Aimed like a true soldier!" cried Ernest, with 
his hands clasped, and his eye bent on Eustace. 

Scarcely had Eustace taken up his place than I 
heard the terrible yoice of the Tyrant giving his 
charge. 

A herald had proclaimed—'* Who will go forth 
against yonder boy, to overthrow him, and cast 
down his confidence 1" 

In a moment a hioidred men sprang forward bum- 
ing to do the work, with fire flashing from every 
eye, and fury on their brow. When I saw the 
gleam of their speaxs, and the glistening points of 
their arrow-heads, and their fierce determination, I 
trembled for Eustace. 

Did he know the nimibers, and the fury which 
was prepared against him ? Surely if he did, his 
courage would sink. But he stood perfectly cabn^ 
with his eye on the Prince, and his arm on Grace, 
who stood beside him. What a strife, I thought, 
for one boy's soul ! 

The voice of the Tyrant broke the silence as he 
gave his awful charge to the devoted band. 

*' Swear ! " said he. And their answer, like 
thunder, rolled along the mountains — " We will 
not return till we have subdued him.'' 

But where is the need to tell all that followed. 
Their attack was made with fury ; and arrows rattled 
on the breast, and helmet, and shield of the gallant 
boy. I noticed these foes were like him who first 
attacked Bertram, and who bore the name of *' /n- 
castuay But they made not a moments impression 
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on Eustace ; the^ pierced not a joint of his armour, 
nor moved him a step from his post. Arrows 
were shot in vain — their blunted points fell on 
the plain around; and no weapon which was 
formed or shot against him, appeared to prosper. 
Not a joint in his armour would receive a point, 
nor did a drop of his blood stain the sand. Yet 
all the time he was calm and quiet ; borne up 
by Grace, who stood out beside him, while the form 
of Vigilance had drawn somewhat into the back- 
ground. 

So he fought for hours, and as yet had scarce 
moved an inch from his post. Many of the foe 
were strewn at his feet, and others had fled to the 
ranks of the Dark King. Occasionally Eustace 
turned his eye to the quarter where the Prince was, 
and seemed strangely cheered whenever he did; and 
I fancied I saw messengers come to and fro the 
ranks bearing messages to Eustace— all of them 
seemed to be of encouragement. I saw he never 
turned to the^Land of the free ; and his chief atten- 
tion was fixed on Grace. 

At length a figure approached Eustace ; he came 
from the Prince's army, or from that quarter. He 
was tall and sad, dressed in a long dark robe, and 
bound with a cord round his waist. His head was 
bare, his brow high and thoughtful, his cheek sunk 
and pale. His eye keen, piercing, and dark, deeply 
set in the socket which projected around it. He 
was reading a book, whose huge silver clasps 
shewed great age ; and as he read he walked in a 
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measured tread, seemingly heedless of his direction, 
but he plainly was conscious of approaching Eustace. 
There was certainly something very striking about 
his appearance. Eustace was attracted directly to- 
wards him ; his sage appearance was sure to attract 
him: but the man seemed to take no notice of 
the yoimg warrior. Eustace fixed his eyes on him, 
but never moved from his post. The figure reached 
him: the boy started, but did not step forward. 
The man still read, walking slowly; he passed 
Eustace, and never appeared to look up. Eustace 
seemed on the point of catching hold of his dark 
robe as he passed along, and as he did so, spoke 
to him. 

^* Sire ! ** said Eustace, hesitatingly. 

The man made no answer, nor seemed to heed. 

" Sire!'* again said the boy, more confidently and 
eagerly, as the figure passed further on. 

A third time Eustace called, and the third time 
the sage stopped, and looked up hastily, and fixed 
his deep, thoughtful, penetrating eye on the warrior 
with a keenness which made Eustace shrink. 

*' Would you aught with me, young man ? " said 
he, sadly, but quickly. 

Vigilance moved forward, and touched Eustace. 

" Aught ! " said Eustace, hesitatingly, as if he 
were half-frightened at what he had done. 

** If you would aught with me, be quick, for my 
time is precious," said the stranger. Eustace made 
no answer, for Vigilance still held him. " If not," 
continued the man, somewhat angrily, " why delay 
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me ? " And he again fixed his eye on his book, 
and continued to move away from Eustace. 

This was too much for tiie boy. '^ I would see 
your curious book," said he, " for surely it must be 
good, and would speak of the Prince I fight for, or 
the land I go to." 

The stranger was eyidently pleased, and again 
fixing his eye on Eustace, said, *' The book is curi- 
ous, young man ; and it does speak of the Prince 
you speak of. You may read it if you will consent 
to follow me to the cave where I dwell ; it is near. 
But my time is precious, and I may not stay." So 
saying he drew slowly away. 

Eustace began to follow : but checking himself, 
drew back, saying, ** I may not leave my banner, 
nor desert my post." 

*' Nor may I, young man, linger here. If the 
book be worth your looking at, you will not regret 
the few minutes lost, which you spend in following 
me." 

The young combatant's curiosity became too highly 
excited to let him stay quietly at his place; he 
hastily left it, and foUowed the stranger. 

'^ Beware !" said the voice of Vigilance, who in- 
stantly stepped forward. Eustace drew back. He 
placed his hand on his sword ; and I saw Grace was 
close beside him. 

'' I will go no further," said Eustace, firmly, and 
yet sorrowfully, as if he felt he had already acted 
too wrongly. 

No sooner had he said this than a strange change 
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seemed to come over the figure of the stranger. 
A figure passed rapidly over the plain, which 
came up to him, and touched him. In a moment 
his dark dress fell from his shoulders, and he ap- 
peared clad in rags of the most unseemly appear- 
ance. His face, which had seemed so thoughtful 
and meditative, now assumed every hideous ex- 
pression; his eye glared from out of its hollow 
socket with every fiendish expression ; and the 
book he had been perusing fell from his hand. 

''What have I been following T' cried Eustace, 
in deep distress. 

"One who will not let thee return so easily!" 
cried the other, starting forward and laying hold of 
the combatant with his bony hand. 

" Back, and touch me not ! " cried the boy, draw- 
ing his sword, and striking at the figure. The 
hideous one did not stand a moment, but fled, 
wounded with the young warrior's sword, over the 
plain. 

Eustace returned to his post, more cautious than 
he was before. 



Eustace sustained many a conflict with equal suc- 
cess and calmness ; he was ever on his watch, and 
seemed to fight as one who was conscious of count- 
less eyes being on him. 

The Dark King grew enraged at the ill success 
his soldiers had over the young captives, and began 
to make mighty preparations for a furious attack, 
which he felt should not fail iu overcoming Eustace's 
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firmness. The boy seemed to be aware of what 
was preparing ; and continually cast his eye towards 
Vigilance, who was close beside him. 

The preparations were made in a very mysterious 
and alarming manner. Great darkness and mist 
seemed to shroud those who were preparing for this 
attack, and their movements were concealed from 
the boy's eye. This uncertainty evidently increased 
his distress. 

He was already much worn and exhausted with 
his labours and conflicts, and seemed to long to get 
some rest from his fatigues. Every now and then 
he would try to recliiie oh the ground; but no 
sooner did he do this than the alarm arose from the 
mists around, which recaUed him to his arms. I 
noticed more than once an expression of vexation 
on his face, as Vigilance continually roused him from 
his attempted rest. 

At length movements were noticed more plainly 
in the midst of the shadows, and figures were seen 
bearing banners of white, with the words " Peace," 
on them. They did not come near, Eustace, nor 
seem to notice him, but made their way to the seat 
of the Prince. 

They presently returned, as if after a conference, 
and as before, passed Eustace, taking no notice of 
him ; save that as they went by him, some conversed 
in a tone loud enough for Eustace to overhear th^m 
— " It is a glorious thing to talk of the Peace I 
The King, I suppose, will at once disband his troops, 
and the Prince and he return to their dominions ?" 
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"I scarce thought," replied the other, "th€ Prince 
would so easily hav6 given up the captives of the 
plain. But they say he is so indignant at the in- 
gratitude they have shown him, that he is deter- 
mined to return to his dominion, and have no more 
to do with them.** 

** And has he made no exception in favour of the 
young warrior who at this moment stands in the 
middle of the plain ? 'Tis sad to 3rield up so gallant 
a youth!** 

" He has made no exception for any," said the 
other. " None. He spoke kindly of him to the em- 
bassy ; but when he found our King would not con- 
sent to the embassy unless he also yielded, he did 
not hesitate ; though it was on condition his captivity 
should be lightened.** 

*' And did all around the Prince seem to feel with 
him?*' 

" All ! *' said the other. " Nay, they seemed 
the more anxious to conclude the treaty and be 
gone.** 

As the last speaker spoke, he and his companion 
paced out of sight with their white banners towards 
the throiie of the King, and their words became too 
indistinct for Eustace to hear< 

But what he had heard had distressed the young 
warrior passing words. He looked aroimd anxiously 
for something either to confirm or deny the purport 
of the words he had heard. He looked towards the 
lines of the Prince, and to his surprise saw a strange 
movement as of troops of figures breaking up, and 
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on the move. The cross over the seat was quite 
invisible, and the whole had the appearance of 
confirming the truth of the words. 

There was an air of confidence about the manner 
and expression of the men which still more per- 
plexed Eustace ; added to which, heavy mists had 
sunk over all the host of the Prince, which shut out 
every comfort which might be derived from turning 
to that quarter. Could it be possible that indeed 
any truce had been made between the two leaders ? 
Coidd it be that the Prince had deserted the cause 
of the captives of the plain? Every circumstance 
seemed to bear the same witness; for at this moment 
strange movements took place in the hosts of the 
Dark Monarch, and a sound of men breaking up 
from their station, a bearing of banners, and a 
rattling of arms, as of men going away, took the 
place of the earnest attention which had been there 
just now. The young combatant became more 
and more distressed ; but he firmly kept his place. 
His distress was much heightened by finding that 
even the figure of Qrace was not so clear as usual, 
but was dim and lustreless. 

At this moment figures passed over the plain, 
occupied in conversation. They were clad in gar- 
ments of peace, and seemed all to have laid aside 
their armour. Many of them passed Eustace, and 
stared idly at him as they went by. At length some 
came nearer, and looking him full in the face, 
laughed aloud. 

''See!" said they, ''he stands their clad in his 
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armour still, as if war was going on, when all is 
peace. Surely he is beside himself! '' 

Indeed Eustace did feel in a strange position, 
being the only one standing in a defensive posture, 
and surrounded by hundreds of peaceful and harm- 
less people. 

At length the laughter became so loud, and the 
attention he attracted so great, that Eustace's cour- 
age began to sink. He felt the colour come and go 
in his face ; and he was all but inclined to lay down 
his arms and move away. And had not Vigilance 
just then come up and touched him, he would have 
done so. 

One of the stragglers came up to Eustace, and 
spoke to him. " You must love your armour, and 
your posture of defence, if you are so bent on keep- 
ing it, even though there are none to fight against." 

"My Prince placed me here," said the youth; 
"and until he bids me go I shall maintain my 
ground." 

" Then will you stand here long enough," said 
the other ; " for your Prince has long since left his 
camp, and gone. Have you not heard of the peace 
he made with our King ? " 

"I neither heard it nor believe it," answered 
Eustace, firmly. 

" Then if you have not before, will you now ?" 
continued the other, giving to the combatant a small 
paper, signed with the Prince's own hand and sig- 
net, which stated all the facts mentioned to be true. 

Eustace examined them. They certainly seemed 
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to be the handwriting and signing of the Prince. 
This seemed to complete his distress ; and he gave 
way to it by loud exclamations of bitterness. 

'* Oh me ! I know not what to do. On all hands 
I find dark reasons to distrust, and yet am I bound 
and determined not to distrust. Why should I dis- 
believe his word? I will not!** continued he more 
firmly. " I always did trust him, and I always will." 

Every effort was made to draw Eustace from his 
post, but in Vain. Though sore beset he still firmly 
held his ground. " At least I will stay here till my 
Prince himself tells me to go. He placed me here, 
and only his word shall make me go." 

All that could be done to shake his purpose and 
his constancy, was done by the foe. Laughter, re^ 
proach, and insult were tried ; and the plain re- 
echoed with the voice of the numbers who thronged 
across it. Eustace stood alone, the object of ridi- 
cule and attraction. But amid it all I thought I 
could discover through the mists something like the 
glances of watching eyes, such as I had seen before, 
and all earnestly fixed on the movements of the 
warrior. Whether he too saw them or no, I could 
not tell, for his face had a downcast expression, and 
he appeared dejected. 

At length the enemy from insults changed their 
mode of attack into actual assault, and weapons be- 
gan to be employed against Eustace. He received 
continued blows on his shield; and defended him- 
self as calmly and bravely as he had done under 
more hopeful circumstauces. He looked ever and 
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anon at the quarter in which the Prince was, but 
darkness, growing deeper and deeper, seemed to 
shroud it from him. 

Hour after hour he endured the attack. The 
form of Grace was ever by his side, and no impres-- 
sion was made upon him. His foes finding him not 
to be moved, gradually drew away, to plot some 
deeper plan of assault ; and Eustace, worn out with 
fatigue, sunk exhausted on the plain. He lay there 
motionless for some minutes, when a voice piei'ced 
the darkness, which seemed to say — " For a small 
moment have I forsaken thee, but with everlasting 
kindness will I have mercy on thee.'' Eustace 
opened his eyes at the sound of the voice. He 
gazed in the direction of the Prince's tent, and 
plainly saw an object that wonderfully engaged the 
young combatant's attention, for his eyes became 
fixed, and his whole attitude betokened deep de- 
light. I faaoied I could see through the darkness 
a form in the cloud, like that I imagined the 
Prince to be. What I saw was passing wonderful ; 
but I noticed Eustace saw far more than I ; and 
that what he saw was enough to make up for all 
his anxiety and sorrow of the last few hours. 

" I knew my King was near me," said the boy, 
as he rose joyfully from the ground, and again 
grasped his sword with vigour* " I can bear any- 
thing now ! " And full of confidence again Eustace 
took up his station. 



But he was not to be long at rest. The next 
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attack was of a singular nature. The Dark Tyrant 
having failed in succeeding by attacking in numbers, 
now seemed again to betake himself to wiles. One 
approached him, upon whose brow I read the name 
^^ Indifference,^^ He was clad in a sable mantle, 
and seemed unattended. As he approached, Eustace 
threw himself into a posture of defence. 

" Nay," said the other, throwing aside his mantle^ 
and showing that he was unarmed, *' fear not ; I am 
imable to resist you. I simply desire conversation 
for a few moments ; and if you will, I will keep 
any distance you please to assign." 

Eustace saw no harm in his conversing at a good 
distance from him ; and thought it was possible the 
new comer might be one who desired information 
on the cause of the Prince. 

Now Eustace plainly tried to avoid the eye and 
voice of this new comer, but, whether he would or 
no, he seemed unable to escape hinu The man 
appeared to have no idea of entering into conversa- 
tion with Eustace, but sitting down on the plain 
before him, began in a listless manner to spread out 
various pictures and carvings, which from their sub- 
jects, soon attracted the eye of the young warrior. 
Vigilance drew near, but Eustace still seemed 
fascinated with what was spread before him; yet 
he appeared aware of the danger of his position : 
he continually looked up towards the land of the 
free, and to the tent of the Prince, but seemed as one 
who had lost his interest in what a little while ago 
had engrossed his soul. 
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The enemy plainly saw the hold he had gained 
over the mind of the combatant, and continued to 
draw off his attention, but Eustace was like one 
spell-bound ; he tried, and tried in vain, to fix his 
gaze on the points which just before had been his 
only care. 



I did not see the end of the attack, but the same 
sweet music broke out as I had heard in Bertram's 
case, and all seemed to declare that Eustace, 
too, had won the freedom from the captive's chain, 
and admission to the land of the free. Ernest 
clasped his hands together with ecstasy, when on a 
sudden a noise was heard in the hosts of the King, 
and several of the foe rushed forward to the place 
where Eustace was. They seized the chain of the 
captive boy at the very moment when I thought it 
was about to fall off from him for ever, and by their 
violent gestures it seemed as if they were bent on 
carrying him away by force. Every furious and 
vindictive passion worked in their faces. I began 
to ask myself whether it was possible that Eustace 
had toiled in vain. I noticed the men had seized 
the chain with such violence as very much to 
tighten it, and to press the links so closely on the 
warrior as to give him great pain. " I thought all 
was over," said Eustace, sadly, " but, alas ! at the 
very moment of my imagined release, I feel the 
chains of my captivity heavier than ever.*' When 
I did again look at him, he was gazing full at the 
Prince's tent, and the banner whidi waved above iU 
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But it will be tedious to tell a11 that Eustace 
went through, and the sore attacks which were 
made upon him ; suffice it to say, he overcame in 
them all by the aid of Grace, and came off more 
than conqueror. 

Ernest had watched with the most anxious in- 
terest each step in the combat ; his whole soul was 
wrapped up in Eustace, and as the conflict ap- 
proached its end, his interest became intense. 

'' The clock will strike midnight presently,*' said 
little Allan. 

^' He has fought bravely," said Ernest, with his 
finger on hb lip ; " I wonder how his end will 
be." 

As the hour drew near, an ashy paleness passed 
over the face of Eustace. Though faint and weary, 
his sword and shield showing marks x>f many a 
fearful contest, he was still ready. When at the 
very moment that I imagined the attack was on the 
eve of beginning, and the last assault to be made, 
the clock of midnight began to strike. In a mo- 
ment, at the first toll, the whole advancing band 
scattered and fled away, and the form of Eustace 
was left standing alone. The deep darkness of the 
night was such as to prevent my seeing him plainly, 
had not a ray of lovely light burst forth from the 
Prince's tent and streamed towards the young war- 
rior. The ray falling full on his figure, made him 
appear in singular contrast with the deep darkness 
of the mountains above. I saw his eye, as Ber- 
tram's had been, was fixed, nay, entranced, on 
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some object to which the ray of light seemed a 
passage. 

If it had not been for the figure of Grace by his 
side, I do not know what Eustace would have done. 
But through this last sore struggle he was upheld 
by that calm and holy Being. He never removed 
his eye from the object which terminated the ray 
of light, but it was plain his suffering was great, 
and such as he would have sunk under, had he not 
been comforted by the object he gazed at. 

The hour of midnight at length tolled out its last 
solemn voice. I had looked away a moment to see 
Ernest, and in that moment the captive was freed ; 
the chains had dropped from his hands, and the 
gazing millions around had joined in the universal 
burst of joy—" Won ! Won ! Won ! *' 

I watched him as he was borne over the plain. 
The chasm in the mountain was opened again, and 
Eustace was carried through it. I gazed till I could 
gaze no more ;' I saw the flood of light beam out ; I 
heard the lovely music, soft and low ; I fancied, as 
they bore the figure through the chasm, I saw a 
form like that of Bertram move to the entrance. 

" The captive is free ! " cried little Ernest, clasp, 
ing his hands and bursting into tears. " Would 
that I were ! " 

And for awhile I saw no more. 

My dream became disturbed, and I awoke. 



I slept again, and again I saw the plain, but it 
was empty and desolate. The vast mountains were 
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before me, and a figure seemed to come towards me, 
and with an inquiring look asked me what I was 
seeking and looking for. 

" For those who were called the captives of the 
plain," said I. 

" For Allanand Ernest?" inquired the newcomer. 

" The same," said I. 

'* Would you hear of their end ?" said he, look- 
ing towards the chasm in the hill where I well re- 
membered the land of the free lay. 

" I would, sir," said I, "if you have aught to 
tell me of thenu" 

" Ernest was the first to follow Eustace," con- 
tinued he. " He entered the lists after his Mend^ 
and was the mark of the Tyrant*s forces, and bravely 
he fought too. His whole soul was full of follow- 
ing Eustace. The enemy made but few attacks 
upon him. The child was clad in white from the 
first, and never had sufficient conflict even to stain 
his garment ; and his simple look of hope, as he 
kept gazing, now at the land of the free, now at 
the tent of the Prince, was passing beautiful. The 
enemy were either afraid to approach him, or did 
not care to conquer him. I shall never forget the 
innocent look of the boy, as he stood up with his 
sword drawn, leaning on the arm of Grace, and 
waiting for the first alarm. He often looked at the 
chain of his captivity, and asked when the conflict 
would begin which might be the means of freeing 
himself from it. It was his wont at the striking of 
each hour, to look up towards the tent of the 
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Prince, as it seemed to give him courage : when he 
he did this I noticed emissaries from the foe slid in 
to intercept his sight and to disturb his vision, but 
he ever succeeded ia driving them away with his 
sword; and when he had been conquering, he 
seemed so little conscious of it, that though the 
witnesses around were filled with joy and wonder, 
he would ask when the conflict would come by 
which he was to be freed from the- chain of his 
captivity. Many arrows were shot at him from 
afar, but they all seemed to miss him, and 
quivered on the plain around him; but for all 
they fell so near him, he was undisturbed; in. 
deed, did not seem conscious they were intended 
for him at all. Still he was always ready, and bore 
his armour, offensive and defensive, most bravely, 
and his face wore the same calm, innocent look it 
had had at first, so different to the strange changes 
of Bertram's or the anxieties of Eustace's. Ernest 
did not seem nearly so aware of the countless eyes 
which watched around as the other two had been. 
The name of Eustace was often on his lips, and 
his tears sometimes trickled down on the ch^ of 
his captivity. At length, long before the six days 
were expired, I should think scarce three, a mes- 
sage came suddenly from the Prince's tent, and 
Ernest, on hearing it, turned suddenly pale. But a 
lovely smile lit up his pallid face, a smile of peace 
and joy, and he laid down his sword on the plain, 
and stretched out his arms in the direction of the 
Prince's tent, as if he saw something we could not 
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see. His sweet, child-like face was the laat thing I 
noticed, as a mist arose around him ; and the next I 
law of him was of his figure being borne along 
towards the land of the free, his arms folded on his 
bosom, as if he slept, and the long chain of his 
captivity hanging behind. I watched him to the 
opening among the hills, I saw the fiood of glori- 
ous light break out, and heard the music from the 
other side. They bore him through the chasm, and 
as he passed under the overhanging rock, a hand 
touched his chain, and it fell from his arms, and the 
captive was free. He awoke, and raising himself 
up, the flood of glorious light fell full on his child- 
like face, which looked more beautifol than ever. 
Such an expression of peace, and joy, and satisfac- 
tion, I had never seen. He stretched out his arm 
on a sudden, as if some object caught his attention 
at the instant ; a look of rapture filled his counte- 
nance. A figure seemed approaching him, it looked 
like Eustace, but it was too bright for me to gaze at. 
I closed my eye for a moment, and when I looked 
again, the chasm was closed, and all was dark and 
silent. I imagined, but I may have been mistaken, 
but I imagined I heard a voice as I closed my eye-<— 
'' Eustace ! oh, Eustace ! free-— firee for ever I " 

The stranger stopped, and for a moment there 
was silence. He was taken up with his own 
thoughts, and stood gazing at the dark moimtains, 
as if he could almost pierce their ragged sides. I, 
too, was so engrossed in his narrative, that I did 
not feel inclined to speak. I had always loved 
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Ernest, and his beautiful end filled my souL We 
stood so for some time. I believe I broke silence 
first, and thanking him for his tale, inquired with 
some degree of hesitation after a captive named 
Allen« 

There was . again a moment's silence.— -My com- 
panion started. 

" Pardon me," said he, ** thoughts of Ernest had 
filled my mind. You asked of Allen ; poor child ! 
yes, he was full of fear, but Eustace's brave bear- 
ing, and Ernest's calm success, braced his soul with 
courage. Poor boy ! it will be long before I forget 
him as he took up his place in the plain." 

He said he tD<nM follow, he could not stay be- 
hind, to wear the chain of his captivity all alone, 
when Eustace and Ernest were gone away ; and he 
moved forward, dragging his heavy chain behind 
him, which seemed very heavy. He turned pale 
and red alternately, and seemed with each foot- 
step to hesitate. As he drew near the centre of 
the plain, a slight movement in the Tyrant's army 
startled him, and he drew some paces back ; but 
Grace came forward, and led him on gently, speak- 
ing encouraging words ; and the poor trembler said 
the words, " Ernest I Eustace ! the land of the free !" 
as he went on, and the tears trickling down on the 
links of his long chain. He gazed around on the 
vast lines of the foe, and seemed ready to shrink ; 
but when he saw the countless eyes which gazed 
on him, and waited to see the issue of the strife, 
a deadly paleness covered his face, and he seemed 
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ready to fly from the place ; but while in the act of 
doing so, a band of the enemy came up, and, bend* 
ing their bows against him, shot at him with their 
arrows. Poor Allan lifted up his shield, turning 
round to Grace, and each arrow-point was turned off. 
This seemed to give him courage. 

Many assaults were made upon him ; and three 
times Allan left his post, and allowed himself to be 
lured away ; each time he returned in time to save it, 
though his armour was torn, and his sword stained 
with blood. He always appeared deeply distressed 
when this had happened ; and it was all that Grace 
could do to cheer his fainting spirit. He was quite 
sure the Prince would never accept him, or allow 
the chains of his captivity to be struck off, since his 
struggle had been so weak and powerless. I did 
not see the fight throughout; but I looked to- 
wards the end of the day, and saw that the strife 
was ending, and, though sorely wounded, AHan 
was still there. Grace had made him strong ; and 
he had so learnt to lean on Grace, that I heard 
him Say, " I even love my fears, which have made 
me lean on Ghrace." What were strifes of little 
moment to Eustace, to poor Allan were hard, bitter 
contests. Sometimes he was for giving all up, had 
not Grace urged him on. Sometimes he would sit 
and weep with terror ; but at last he learnt to lean 
so entirely on Ghrace, that he forgot his terrors 
when the bands sent to attack him were large 
enough to terrify him naturally. 

But his end was mixed up with' sadness and fears. 
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The hour struck, and found poor Allan weak and 
worn. He was so sure be had not done his work 
successfully, that he continually had to feel his 
banner, to convince him that it was still there. The 
swift messengers from the seat of the Prince came 
up to him, ad they had done to the other cap- 
tives. 

"I know, I know," cried Allan, "you have 
come to say I have not done my work — I have 
shamed the cause of the King before the witnessing 
eyes. Only release me, free me ; I throw myself 
wholly on the mercy of the^ Prince. I deserve 
nothing, for my whole strife has been poor and 
weak," 

"And, by his mercy, we are told to strike off 
your fetters, and bear you to the land of the free." 

" No, no, it cannot be !" said Allan, sadly, " it 
cannot be. Do not deceive me. I have done 
nothing to deserve it. Oh, woe is me !" 

It was in vain they tried to pacify him, and to 
assure him that the Prince was abundantly willing 
to' free him, and that he had fought the good fight. 
He sank down exhausted on the plain. They bore 
him to the dark mountains, and as he entered the 
lovely light, I saw the chains fall from his hands, and 
he raised himself up. 

" Where am I ?" said he. " I dreamt it was the 
land of the free. I have been thinking of Eustace, 
and Bertram, and little Ernest; and all this. looks 
like what I dreamt of." The poor trembler joined 
his free, uplifted hands together, and .the tears of 
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joy streaming down his face, he bowed bis bead on 
bis bosom : *< It is the land of tbe free !" 

** So, sir," continued my companion, *' were eacb 
of tbe poor captives released ; tbe sbeaves of full 
wbeat gatbered into tbe bam, tbe goodly pearls 
gleaned up on tbe everlasting sbore." 

I stood wrapt in silence. I remember tbe day 
wben tbey all were captives of tbe plain. I could 
scarcely believe tbey were all free from tbe cbain of 
tbeir captivity. 

''And Lucien?'' asked I, anxiously, and witb 
hesitation. 

My companion sigbed. 

'' Lucien set off on a wild journey, to find bis 
own way over tbe dark mountains. He was urged 
to it by Albert. He bad many desires to attempt 
tbe strife, but Albert laugbed bim out of it. He 
set off soon after Allan's cbain was taken off, and 
Albert followed bim. Doubtless, ere tbis both are 
lost amid tbe vast dark cbasms of the hills," con- 
tinued be, looking up at the mountains. 

At that moment a figure was seen descending the 
part of tbe hill nearest to us : it was Lucien. He 
was coming down the fearfdl precipices of the 
mountain — ^now slipping, now leaping, now swing- 
ing in mid air, in such a way as made me 
shudder. The boy himself looked like one lost. 
He was torn and wounded all over with the jagged 
rocks. Tbe chains of his captivity, which were 
bound tight round his bands, so impeded his 
descent, as to make it truly dangerous. I never saw 
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one in such evil plight. He reached the bottom, 
and, looking up wildly at us, said, 

''Oh I sirs, can yon point me the way to the 
plam, where the captiyes strive for freedom, if 
indeed it be not too late for me to strive V* And 
the poor captive had such an expression of woe 
on his face, as would have touched the hardest 
heart. 

My companion pointed to the Prince's tent and 
the plain. 

''Do you think I am too hteff* asked Lucien, 
most earnestly saying those words, '' too late" with 
an intensity I shall ever remember. 

" The Prince is merciful," said the stranger. 

" I have tried to reach the land of the free," said 
Lucien, *' by finding a way across the dark moun- 
tains. Another led me on, but 'I foimd the chain of 
my captivity so heavey on me, I could scarcely 
move among the vast steeps, and I soon found my 
error ; but he who lead me into it would not help 
me, but laughed at my distress; he would not 
return with me, but persisted still in finding his own 
way." And Lucien shuddered as he looked up on 
the vast mountains. " He will be dashed to pieces 
among the chasms. Woe is me for following him I 
Happy Eustace! happy Bertram!" and the poor 
captive wept. 

"There is no time to lose," said my com* 
panion. 

'' I would ask one question," said Lucien, " of 
one named Allan— -know you aught of him ?" 



*' Allan is in the land of the free." 

" Happy Allan ! Then even you have fought the 
good fight, and are free of the captive's chain! 
Farewell! It may be, even I may be allowed to 
strive ; and will not I strive earnestly to be free of 
this accursed chain ! If I am allowed to fight, it 
may be that even I may be where Eustace and 
Ernest are. Farewell !" And, drawing up his long 
chain, the young captive moved to go. 

When just as he was on the point of turning, a 
wild and bitter cry was borne on the billows of the 
wind. We all turned our eyes to the. quarter from 
which it came. 

We saw, against the glowing sky which appeared 
above the dark mountains, the small figure of one 
who tossed his hands wildly on high, and seemed in 
an agony of terror. The bitter cry was repeated, 
and we could fancy we could discern the words, 
'* Help me, Lucien, help me ! I am lost ! lost ! lost ! 
I cannot go on, and there is no returning. My 
chain, my chain !" 

Lucien turned pale, and shuddered. Once more 
the figure stretched out its arms— once more we 
thought we heard the dreadful cry, and the form 
suddenly disappeared. There was a sound of a 
distant fall among rocks and chasms — a low and 
muffled sound, as of one who was being dashed 
from ledge to ledge of a bottomless pit. We none 
of us spoke, and in the silence the sound was the 
more awful. We thouglft we caught again the 
words, " Lost ! lost ! lost !/' and all was still. The 
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dark mountains were dark as ever against the light 
sky — those mountains over which there is no 
passage. 

" Poor Albert !" said Lucien, trembling, and he 
darted off toward the plain, and we saw him no more. 

I never heard for certain how it fared with him ; 
but from a description given me, long after, of one 
who entered the land of the free, I did not doubt 
it was Lucien, as the account answered to his ap- 
pearance. 



Some years have gone by since these events passed 
before my sleeping eyes, but they live freshly in my 
memory. I often think of them, and I often wish 
that I, too, were in the land of the free. I often 
think of Bertram's glowing brow, and Ernest's 
joyful eye ; and fancy them walking side by side, 
with Eu^ace, in the land where the captive is free 
from his chain, and the mourner weeps no more. 
I can imagine AUan with them, a poor trembler 
no longer. 

Happy, most happy ! Their strife is now a point 
of memory, and the chain of their captivity a thing 
of the past. 

How often they used to talk of " the land of the 
free." The very name is lovely to me. They have 
reached it; they have passed through the dark 
mountains ; they have gone home through the 
mercy of the Prince who loved them ; " Their eyes 
behold the King in His beauty, and the land that 
is very far off." 
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Edited by the Rev. William Grbslbt, Prebendary of Lichfield. 

Price 48. 6d. 
BLTJKT.— THE USE AND ABUSE OF CHURCH 

BELLS. With Practical Suggestions concerning them. By 

WALTER BLUNT, M.A., a Priest of the English Church. 8vo., 

price 6d., or 8d. by post. 
BLtTNT.— ECCLESIASTICAL RESTORATION AND 

REFORM. Considerations and Practical Suggestions on Church 

Ratesy—Parish Officers,— Education of the Poor,— Cemeteries. 

By WALTER BLUNT, M.A. In demy 8vo., price Is. fid. or 3s. 

by post. 

BLTTNT.— CONFIRMATION, OR THE LAYING ON 
OF HANDS. Catechetically explahied according to the Formu- 
laries of the English Church. By WALTER BLUNT, M.A. 
In ISmo., price 3d., or 21 s. per 100. 

BOOK OF MEDIJBVAL ALPHABETS. Oblong 4tOM 
in paper cover, price Ss. 
To Gravestone Cutters, Painters, and Decorators, the above will be 
found an invaluable vade tnecum. 

3BECHIN. (Bishop of).— JESUS OUR WORSHIP. 

A Sermon preached at the Consecration of St. Columba's Church, 
Edinburgh. By Albxanobr, by Divine Permission, Bishop of 
Brechin. 8vo., price fid., or is. by post. 

BUTLEE.— SERMONS FOR WORKING MEN. 

By William John Butler, M.A., Vicar of Wantage, Berks, late 
the Perpetual Curate of Wareside, near Ware. In good bold Type, 
price fis. fid. 

OAETER.— REMARKS ON CHRISTIAN GRAVE- 
STONES with WorUng Drawings. By the Rev. ECCLES J. 
CARTER, M. A., of Exeter College, Oxford, Minor Canca of Bristol 
Cathedral. Demy 8vo., price as. fid. 

CATECHISM, to be learnt before the Church Cate- 
CHisM. For Infant Schools. A new edition, carefully revised, 
price Id., (2d. by post,) or fis. fid. par lOO. 

CERTIFICATES OF CONFIRMATION AND HOLY 

COMMUNION, handsomely printed hi Red and Black on Cards, 
price 2d., or us. per hundred. Strong Paper Cloth Envelopes 4s. 
per hundred. 
The Type behig always kept standhig, Clergymen may have them 

printed expressly for their own parishes, having only to sign their 

names. Price for 50, I0s.{ lOO, I6s. 

CERTIFICATES OF BAPTISM, CONFIRMATION, and 
FIRST COMMUNION, on a Large Card, price 2d, or 148. per 100. 
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CHARCOAL BURNERS (THB). 16mo. cloth, price U. 6(U 
C3SAR]:.TOK.--THE PRINCIPLES OV ENGLISH 

GRAMMAR SYSTEMATICALLY AND PRACTICALLY AR- 
RANGED j with Examination Paper aad Appendix. By S4>iivKL 
Charlton* B.At» ol S. Jolin's GoUege, Cambridge. In l8mo. 
price is. 6d. cloth. 

CHRISTIAN LOYALTY. 
A Sermon. Price id. 

CHURCHMAN»S COMPANION (THB) 

is carefully edited, and adapted for grenercd rtMdipgr for all dasses. 
It contains a great variety of Instructive and Amasing matter : — 
Biography, Tkies, Essays, Explanations of tibo Church Service« 
and Seasons, Bible Illustrations, Natural History, Anecdotes', 
Poetry, &c. Vols. I. and 11. are now ready, strongly bound and cut 
edges, price 2s. 9d., with an allowance to the Clergy for Lendmg 
Libraries. 

Editor*8 Prbface. — ** In presenting our readers with the first vo- 
lume of the Churchman's Companion, we cannot but express a hope^ 
that we have fulfilled the promises made in our Prospectus. Our ob- 
ject has been to present a magazine free from all controversial biaa^ 
and yet firmly maintaining the doctrines of the Church i a magazine 
devoted to the interest of all, as members of the same Body, and iil 
which rich and poor, yoviDg and old, might find rational amutement 
and instruction. To what extent we. have succeeded in this oar ternest 

Sish* must be left for our readers to decide. It is our pleasing duty to 
lahk many warm-hearted friends for the kindly 'inteHMt they hav^ 
taken, aad the strenuous excrtiOBs they have made to bilng the Aaga- 
cdsie-into notice. Bat at ttie same time, we must respectfoDy but 
earnestly entreat every one of our readers to use his utmost exeetions 
to obtain at least one additional subscriber. A magazine such as thif 
cannot be established but by a very large circulation ; and that cif- 
cqlatioil cannot be attained but by the greatest efforts. In an age 
^hen GJheap publications of an irreligious tendency command so ex- 
tensive a sale, it is much to bb hoped, that amongst Churchmen one 
cheap magazine, conducted on sound principles, wSU be enabled fib 
gain a footing. If we h^ve already, in aay degree, pf oyed onrpelves 
worthy of confidence and support, we can only 9ay« thait for .the fu- 
ture nothing shall be wanting on our part to render the magaaJnp 
still more useful and acceptable to those who pray for the peape Of 
Jierusfdem.'* • . 

CHURCHMAN'S DIARY (The) ; being an Almanack for tlie 
Year of Grace 1848, bemg Leap-year. Wee 3d,, with the usual 
Allowance to Clergymen taking a number for disitribution; 

CHURCHES (The) OF ENGLA.ND AND ROME hrieffy 
tested t^ the Nlcene Creed, as applied by Ma. Northcot*. By 
a Mbmbbr of the Church of Bnolans. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

GHURTOK.--LAYS OF FAITH AND LOYALTY. 
By the Yen. Archdeacpn CHURTON, M.A., Reetoi; of Orayke 
Price 2s. • ^ 
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6liABXIL— A COLLECTION OF LETTER!^ addressed 
by PreUtes and Individuals of High Rank in Scotland, and by Two 
Bishops of Sodor and Man to Sancroft, Archbishop of Canterbury 
in the Reigns of Kings Charles II. and James VII. Edited from 
Originals in the Bodleian library, Oxford, with Explanatory and 

• Biographieal Notices, by William Nblson Clarkb, D.C.L., of 
Christ Church, Oxford. Price 5s. 

OODD.— SERMONS PREACHED IN THE PARISH 
CHURCH OF S. GILES, CAMBRIDGE. By the Rev. EDWARD 
T. CODD, M.A., S. John's College, Cambridge, Perpetual Curate 
of S. James, Cotes Heath, Staffordshire. In lamo., price 6s. 6d. 
doth. 

COMMENTARY ON THE SEVEN PENITENTIAL 
PSALMS. Chiefly from Ancient Sources. 18mo., doth, price is. 
*' Under this modest title we have a' most useful and truly religious 
tealization of the Evangelical meaning of the Penitential Psalms. 
The writer has chosen for illustration the internal acts of penitence, 
and in a very able and eloquent introduction has placed the use of the 
Psalms in the Christian Church, and of these especially, as exponents 
of Evangelical repentance, in a very dear and satisfactory lij^t.'* — 
Eeelaiattie, 

COMPANION TO THE ALTAR. 

Adapted to the Office for the Holy Communion, according to the 
Use of the Scottish Cburch. 32mo., sewed, 6d. } doth. 8d. 

CONFESSION, AN EARNEST EXHORTATION TO, 

Addressed to all Sinners who having Grievously Offended the 
Divine Majesty, desire by Penitence to destroy the hated past. In 
Demy 8vo., price 6d., or 8d. by post. 

CONFIRMATION CONSIDERED DOCTRINALLY 

AND PRACTICALLY, in Four Sermons. The Baptism of the 
Holy Ghost, the Duties and Privileges of Ihe Confirmed. By a 
CLiaoYMAN. Fcap. 8vo. Price is. 

CONFIRMATION. 

Questions and Answers on Oonfirmatioii. Price One Penny, or 
58. per hundred for distribution. 

PBESSWULL.— THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

Twdve Sermons by Richard Cbksswbll, B.A. Curate of Sal- 
combe Regis, Devon. lamo. doth, price 6s. 

DESIGNS FOR GRAVESTONES, on Shebts. 
No. 1, containing 20 designs, price sd. No. 2, price 2d. 

DUKR— A SYSTEMATIC ANALYSIS OP BISHOP 
BUTLER'S TREATISE on thb Analoot of Rilioion to thb 
Constitution op Nature, so far as relates to Natural Rdigion : 
to which is added. Some Considerations on Certain Arguments 
therein advanced. By the Rev. HENRY H. DUKE, B.A., Chaplain 
to the Inllrmaiy at Salishuiy. Demy 8vo., price 4s. 6d. Inter, 
leaved, 08. 
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DUNSTEIL--STORIES FROM THE CHRONICLBRS» 

(Fboissart), illostratixig the Histoiy, Manners, and Customs of 
the Rei«rn of Edward HI. By the Rev. HENRY P. DUNSTER, 
M.A. l8mo. cloth. Price 2b. 6d. 

EARLY FRIENDSHIP ; ob, the Two Catechumens. 

l8mo. doth, price is. 6d. 

Published etferp alternate months price U. 6d. 
ECCLESIOLOGIST (THE). 

Published under the Superintendence of the Ecclbsiolooicai; 

I.ATB Cambridob Camdbn Socibtt. 
Seven Volumes are now published, and may be had at the foUowing 
prices, in boards: — Vol. I., 5b. 6d. ; Vol. II., with Two Engravmgs, 
6s. 6d. ) Vol. III., with Seven Engraving*, 0s. 6d. ; Vol. IV., (New 
Series, I.) with Four Engravings, 88. ; Vol. V., (N. S. II.) with Three 
Engravings, 8s. 6d. ; Vol. VI. CN. S. III.) with Three Engravings, 
price 78. 6d. ; Vol. VII. (N. S. IV.) with Three Engravings, 88. 

ECCLESIOLOGIST'S GUIDE (THE) TO THE DEANE- 
RIES OF BRISLEY, HINGHAM, BRECCLES, AND WAXTON, 
together with Flegg and Blofield Deaneries, and that part of Cran- 
wicke Deanery comprised in the Hundred of South Greenhoe, all 
tn the Ck>mity of Norfolk. l2mo. sewed. Part I., is. 6d. Part II.« 
price is. 4d. 

ENGLISH CHURCHMAN'S KALENDAR (THE) FOR 
THE YEAR OF OUR LORD MDCCCXLVIIF., bemg Leap-year. 
Compiled from the Book of Common Prayer. Third Year. Price is. 

ENTHUSIASM NOT RELIGION. 

A Tale. By the late M. A. C. Foolscap 8vo., doth, price 58. 
** This is a remarkable little book, in more points of view than one. 
It is remarkable as the production of a very young person, whose 
mind seems to have acquired a g^rowth far beyond its years, and to 
have seized upon sound religrious opinions, even in deep matters, 
without eiTort. It is also remarkable for powerful delineation of cha- 
racter, for apt illustration, and for dramatic force. Seldom have we 
met with a more striking combination of simplicity and wisdom." — 
Monmouth Beacon. 

EUCHOLOGION. 

A Collection of Prayers, Forms of Intercession, and Thanksgiving, 
Litanies, &c. For the use of Families, lamo., clotii, price 3s. 6d. 

EVANS,^SACRED MUSIC, 

Composed and Dedicated [by i>ermission] to the Worshipful 
and Reverend George Martin, M.A., Oxon., Chancellor of the 
Diocese of Exeter, &c. By the Rbv. William Sloans Evans, 
B.A., CSoc. Cam.] Trinity College, Cantab., Curate of S. David's, 
Exeter. Consisting of Twelve Original Psalm Tunes adapted 
to the New Metrical Version, Sanctus, Kyrie-Eleeson, and Single 
Chants. Imperial 8vo.,price4s. 

FAMILY PRAYERS adapted to the course of the Ecdegias- 
tical Year. Compiled for the use of the Families of the Clergy or 
Laity. By a Clergyman. Nearly ready. 
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FAMILY PRAYERS, 

Consisting* of a Selection of the Collects and Prayers of the Chruch 
of Engrland. By a Graduate of the UnlTersity of Cambridge. In 
royal l8mo., price is. } paper cover, 6d. 
"The object ofthe Compiler lias been to supply a Form of POaaXly 

Prayers, at once short, comprehensive, varied, de^ly devotional, and 

suited to the wants of all classes, whether in the mansions of the rich, 

or in the dwelUngs of the poor.** — Preface. 

riiOWiaU— A CHRISTIAN VIEW OFTHE SCHOOL- 
MASTER'S OFFICE, considered in an Address to the Teachers 
of the Moral and Industrial Training Schools of the Manchester 
Poor Law- Unton, at Swintoo. By the Rev. W. B. FLOWER, B.A.» 
one of the Classioal Masttf s of Christ's Hospital. Price 6d. 

"The Works of the Lord are great." 
FZiOWER.— A SERMON PREACHED ON SUNDAY, 

the 17th October, being the day appointed for the General Thanks- 
giving, in tiie Parish Chtorch of S. Hugh, Harlow, Essex. By the 
Rev. W. B. FLOWER, B.A., late Scholar of Magdalene College, 
Cambridge, and one of the Classical Masters at Christ's Hos^tal. 
Demy 8vo., price 6d., or 8d. by post. 

PLOWiai.-READING LESSONS FOR THE HIGHER 

CLASSES IN GRAMMAR, MIDDLE, AND DIOCESAN SCHOOLS. 

selected and arranged by the Rev. W.B. Flowbr, B.A., one of the 

Classical Masters at Christ's Hospital, London. l2mo., cloth, 3s. 

. This work <fiffers in many respects from those that are already in 

use. and is especially adapted fur use in Church Schools, in which 

religion is still regarded as the basis oi Education. The lessons, 

which are selected from the best authors, are systematicaUy arranged 

according to the subjects. 

POBD.— THE GOSPEL OF ST. MATTHEW ILLUS- 
TRATED FROM ANCIENT AND MODERN AUTHORS. By the 
Rev. Jamss Ford, M.A., late of Oriel College, Oxford. Demy 
8vo., cloth, price lOs. 6d. 
FORM OF SELF-EXAMINATION. 

With Prayers Preparatory to the Holy Communion. A New 
Edition. 2d. 

FORM OF SELF-EXAMINATION, with a Few Directions 
for Daily Use. By F. H. M. Price 3d., or 2ls. per 100. 

FOUQUE.— ASLAUGA AND HER KNIGHT. 

An AUegory. From tiie German of the Baron de la Motte Fouqu^. 
A new Translation. In J8mo. dotii, price is. 6d. 

FOUR-PAGE TRACTS, suited also for Tract Covers. 

1. Scripture Rules for Holy Living. — 2. Baptism and Registration. 
—3. George Herbert.— 4. Dreamland.— 6. Songs for Labourers. — 
6. Plain Directions for Prayer, with a few Forms.— 7. Reasons for 
Daily Service.— 8. Easter Songs.— 9. The Good Shepherd. —10. 
Morning and Evening Hymns. — 11. A Few Reasons for Keeping 
• the Fasts and Festivals.~-12. Tliie Church Calendar. Price 28. 6d. 
inpacliets of 50, or the whole done up in a sewed volume, price 9d. 
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FOURPENNY BEWABD BOOKS. 

The Singers.— The Wake. — Beating the Bounds.— The Bonfire. 
Hallowmas Eve. — A Sonday Walk and a Sunday Talk. — Legend 
of S. Dorothea. — Dream of S. Perpetua.— Siege of Nlsibfs. — 
Christian Heroism.—- The Little Mmers.— The Sectet.— Little 
Willie, the Lame Boy.— Try Again. Packets of IS, 48. 
POX.— MONKS AND MONASTERIES. 

Beingan Account of English Monachism. By the Rev. SAMUEL 
POX, M.A., F.S.A. ISmo. cloth. Prtoe 6s. 

POX— A HISTORY OF ROME. 

By the Rev. Samukl Fox, M.A., P.S.A. iSrao. ok>th, 38. 

FREEMAN.— PRINCIPLES OF CHURCH RESTORA- 
TION. By EDWARD A. FREEBIAN, B.A., FeUow of Trlnttf 
Coll., Oxford. 8VO., Is. 

PREMCH.— PRACTICAL REMARKS ON SOME OF 

THE MINOR ACCESSORIES TO THE SERVICES OF THE 
CHURCH, with Hints on the reparation of Altar Cloths, Pede 
Cloths, and other Ecclesiastical Furniture. Addressed to Ladies 
and Churchwardens. By GILBERT J. FRENCH. Foolscap 
8vo., with Engravings, price 4s. boards. 
GKESLEV.— COLTON GREEN, 

A Tale of the Black Coimtry. By the Rev. WILLIAM 6RESLEY, 
M.A. l8mo. cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

GREStBY.— HENRI DE CLERMONT; or, the 

Royalists of La Vendue. A Tale of the French Revolution. By 

the Rev. WILLIAM ORESLET, M.A. With cuts, iSmo. cloth, 2s. 
GRESLEY.— PAROCHIAL SERMONS. 

By the Rev. W. GRESLBY, M.A. 12mo. cloth. J^s. 6d. 
GRESIiEV.-— PETER PLATTIN ; OR, THE LITTLE 

MINERS. A Fahy Tale. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 

Cuts. Price 4d., stiff cover. 
GRESI.EY.— CLEMENT WALTON ; or, the English 

Citizen. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. limo. cloth, as. 6d. 

Cheap edition is. 8d. 
GBESLEY.— THE SIEGE OF LICHFIELD. 

l9mo, cloth, 4s. Cheap edition is. 8d. 
ORESZiEV.-~CHARLES LEVER; the Man of the 

Nineteenth Century. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 12mo. 

cloth, as. 6d. Cheap edition is. 8d. 
GRESLEV.— THE FOREST OF ARDEN. 

A Tale Ulustrative of the English Reformation. By the Rev. W. 

GRESLEY, M.A. 12mo. cloth, 48. Cheap edition 2s. 
GRESLEV.— CHURCH CLAVERING ; or, the School- 
master. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. l2mo. cloth, 4s. 

Cheap edition 28. 

GRESLEY.— CONISTON HALL ; or, the Jacobites. 
• A Historical Tale. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 12mo. 
cloth, 4s. 6d. 
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GEESLET.— FRANK'S FIRST TRIP TO THE CON- 
TINENT. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 12mo. cloth 4s. 6d. 
Cheap edition, 3s . 

OEESLEY.— BERNARD LESLIE. 

A Tale of the Last Ten Years. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 
12ino. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

OEESLEY.— HOLIDAY TALES. 
Cloth 28. Wrapper, is. 6d. 

OEESLEY.— TREATISE ON THE ENGLISH CHURCH. 
Containing Remarks on its History, Theory, Peculiarities ; the 
Objections of Romanists and Dissenters; its Practical Defects; 
its Present Position ; its Future Prospects ; and the Duties of its 
Members. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 12mo. is. 

OEESLEY.— THE THEORY OF DEVELOPMENT 
BRIEFLY CONSIDERED. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 3d. 

OEESLEY.— THE REAL DANGER OF THE CHURCH 

OF ENGLAND. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. Sixth edition. 
8vo. Qd. 

OEESLEY.— A SECOND STATEMENT OF THE REAL 
DANGER OF THE CHURCH. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 
Third edition. 8vo. Is. 

OEESLEY.— A THIRD STATEMENT OF THE REAL 
DANGER OF THE CHURCH. By the Rev. W. GRESLEY, M.A. 
Second edition. 8vo. is. 6d. 
The above three pamphlets are now sold in one vol. Price 28. 6d. 

in a stiff wrapper. 

HAND-BOOK (A) OF ENGLISH ECCLESIOLOGY. 

By the Ecdesiological late Cambridge Camden Society. In 
Demy i8mo., cloth, Js*, or strongly bound in limp Calf and 
interleaved, los. 6d. 

HAWKEE.— ECHOES FROM OLD CORNWALL. 

By the Rev. R. S. HAWKER, M.A., Vicar of Morwenstow. 

Handsomely printed in Post 8vo., price 4s., bound in cloth. 
"These verses bear token of not having been written to order, but 
for the solace of the author's own feelings ; and the reader who takes 
up the ' Echoes ' in search of the same calm temper of mind will» 
we think, not be disappointed." — Ecclesiastic. 

HEWETT.— A BRIEF HISTORY AND DESCRIPTION 
OF THE CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF S. PETER, EXETER. 
By J. W. Hbwbtt, Trinity College, Cambridge. Honorary Secre- 
tary to the Cambridge Architectural Society. 8vo., Sewed, is. 

IN PRBPARATION. 

FOUR APPENDICES to the above, with illustrations. 

HEWETT. — THE ARRANGEMENT OF PARISH 
CHURCHES CONSIDERED, in a Paper read before the Cam- 
bridge Architectural Society, on February 18, 1848. By J. W. 
Bs WKTT, of Trinity College, one of the Secretaries. Svo., price 6d. 
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.-GODFREY DAVENANT ; or, School Life. 
By the Rev. WILLIAM E. HEYGATE, M.A. 18mo. cloth. Price 
2s. 6d. 

HETOATE.— WILLIAM BLAKE; or, the English 
Farmer. By the Rev. W. E. Hbyoatr. Aathor of "Probatio 
Clerica" and " Godfrey Davenant.*' Nearly ready, 

HICKES.— DEVOTIONS IN THE ANCIENT WAY 
OF OFFICES, with Psalms, IItmns, and Prayxrs, for every Day 
of the Week, and every Holy Day in the Year. With a Preface. 
By GEORGE HICKES, D.D. Royal 18mo., price 6s. cloth, (re> 
printed from the edition of 17 17.) Morocco, los. 6d. 

HINTS ON ORNAMENTAL NEEDLEWORK. 

as applied to Ecclesiastical Purposes. Piinted in square iGmo. with 
numerous Engravings. Price 8s. 
HISTORY OF PORTUGAL. 

From its erection into a separate kingdom to the year 1830. 
Price 2s. 6d. 

HOPWOOD.— CHRIST IN HIS CHURCH. 

A Volume of Plain and Practical Sermons. Preached in the 
Parish Church of Worthing, Sussex. By the Rev. HENRY 
HOPWOOD, M.A., Rector of Bothal, Durham. Demy 8vo. 
Price 5s. 6d. 

HOPWOOD.—ELISHA'S STAFF IN THE HAND OF 

GEHAZr, and other Sermons. By the Rev. HENRY HOPWOOD, 
M.A. l2mo., cloth, price 2s. 6d. 
HOPWOOD.— THE CHILD'S GEOGRAPHY. 

By the Rev. HENRY HOPWOOD. M.A. This work wiU be found 
to contain in a small compass, aU the more interesting and im- 
portant facts of Geography, in connexion with sound reUgioiu 
principles. Price is. stiff cloth cover. 

HOPWOOD.— AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY 
OF MODERN GEOGRAPHY. Carefully compUed j including the 
Latest Discoveries, and a Chapter on Ecclesiastical Geography. 
By the Rev. HENRY HOPWOOD, M.A. With a Map coloured 
to show the Christian, Heathen, and Mahometan Countries, 
English Posbessions, &c. Price 2s. 6d. 

HOLINESS IN THE PRIEST'S HOUSEHOLD ES- 
SENTIAL TO THE HOLINESS OF THE PARISH. A Plain 
Address to my Household. By a Clerovman. l8mo. Price 
6d., or 8d. by post. ^ 

HORN BOOK (THE) Lessons for Little Children, 
on Cards, in a case. By a Lady. First Series, 2s. Second 
Series, Ss. 

HYMNS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

By the Author of " The Lord of the Forest," ** Verses for Holy 

HYMNS ON SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS for the use 

of the Young, ismo. cloth, price is. 
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ZNGUEL— QUEEN'S LETTERS AND STATE SER- 
VICES : THE ONE TO BE OBEYED AND THE OTHER RE- 
SISTED. By John Ixolk, B.A., Trinity College, Cambridgre, 
Assistant Carate of S. Olave, Exeter. In Demy 8vo. price 6d. 

IRONS.~ON THE WHOLE DOCTRINE OF FINAL 
CAUSES. A Dissertation in lliree Farts, with an Introductory 
Chapter on the Character of Modem Deism. By WILLIAM J. 
IRONS, B.D., Incumbent of Holy Trinity Church, Brompton, 
Middlesex. Demy 8yo., price /S. 6d. 

ZB0K8.— ON THE HOLY CATHOLIC CHURCH. 

Parochial Lbctubxs. By the Rev. W. J. IRONS, B.D. Demy 
8to., price 4s. 6d. 

IB0NS.-ON THE APOSTOLICAL SUCCESSION. 
Parochial Lkcturks. Second Series. By the Rev. W. J. IRONS, 
B.D. Price 4s. 6d. 

ntONS.— ECCLESIASTICAL JURISDICTION. 

Being Four Lbctures on the Synod— The Diocese— Tlie Parish 
— ^The Priest. With a Preliminary Essay on the Teaching and 
Priesdy OlHces, and Appendices on the Doc±rine of Unity and 
tile Royal Suprbmact. By the Rev. W. J. IRONS, B.D. In Demy 
8vo., price 7s. 6d. 

*»* The above Three Series may be had in one volume, price 128. 

IBONS.— SHOULD THE STATE OBLIGE US TO 
EDUCATE i A Letter to the Right Hon. Lord John RosseU. 
By the Rev. W. J. IRONS, B.D. Demy 8vo., price 6d. 

ntONS.--A MANUAL FOR UNBAPTIZED CHIL- 
DREN, PREPARATORY TO BAPTISM. By Rev. W. J. IRONS, 
B.D. Price 2d. or }4s. per lOO. 

ntON8.~A MANUAL FOR UNBAPTIZED ADULTS, 
PREPARATORY TO THEIR BAPTISM. By Rev. W. J. IRONS, 
B.D. Price Sd., or 14s. per 100. 

IRONS-— A MANUAL FOR CHRISTIANS UNCON- 
FIRMED PREPARATORY TO CONFIRMATION AND COM- 
MUNION. By the Rev, W. J. IRONS, B.D. Fifth Edition. Price 
9d., or 148. per lOO. 

IBONS.— AN EPITOME OF THE BAMPTON LEC- 
TURES OP THE REV. DR. HAMPDEN. By W. J. Irons, B.D. 
Price is., or Is. 4d. by post. 

IBONS.— FIFTY-TWO PROPOSITIONS.— A LETTER 

TO THE REV. DR. HAMPDEN, submitting to him certain 
Assertions, Assumptions, and Implications in his Bampton Lec- 
tures I reduced to the form of PropositioDS. By W. J. I a ons. B.D., 
Incumbent of Brompton, Middlesex. Price 6d., or 8d. by post. 
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ISLAND CHOIR (THE); OR, THE CHILDREN OF 
THE CHILD JESUS. Itmo., Price «d. 

NoTicK. — *« This tale has been written withont any direct moral, 
bat still with the hope of exhibiting a faint image of some features 
worth cultivating in the character of boys. If its pcUilicatioQ confer* 
the smallest advantage on any of the young, the Author has so far 
been fulfilling his peculiar calling ; bat other circumstances of his life 
lead him to dedicate it specially to Choristers, with the prayer that 
as it is the Priest* s Tocation to srt forth in his own lifia the example of 
God in the form of man, so these younger Ministers of the Church 
may -Shine like lights among their equals, by conibrHuog HiemaelTes 
JX> the pattern of the ChUd Jssirs." 

JENKINS. — SYNCHRONISTICAL OR COTEMPO- 

RARY ANNALS OF THE KINGS AND PROPHETS OF ISRAEL 

AND JUDAH, and of the Kings of Syria, Assyria, Babylon, and 

Egypt, mentioned in the Scriptures. By W. J. JENKINS, M.A., 

F^ow of Baliol College, Oxford, Assistant Curate of S. Geonge's, 

Ramsgate. Demy 4to., price 5s. 

" A Tabular View of the Kings of Israel and Judah, and the neiglu 

bouring Sovereig^is, according as they were contemporary with each 

other. The Prophets are also included in the Plan. Thit book seems 

to have been got up with care, and will, we doubt not, be found very 

useful in Schools.'* — Christian Remembrancer, 

JOHNS, B. a.— THE COLLECTS AND CATECHISING 

FOR EVERY SUNDAY AND FESTIVAL THROUGHOUT THE 
YEAR. By the Rev. B. G. JOHNS, Normal Master of S. Mark's 
College, Chelsea. I %no . 3s. 

JOHNS, B. G.— EASY DICTATION LESSONS. 

In Prose and Verse, Original and Selected. By the Rev. B. G, 
JOHNS. Price Is. doth, or Is. 6d. by post. 

JOEDTS, C. A.— EXAMINATION QUESTIONS ON 
THE HISTORICAL PARTS OP THE PENTATEUCH. For the 
Use of Families, National Schools, and the Lower Forms in Oram- 
mar Schools. By the Rev. C. A. JOHNS, B.A., F.L.S., Head 
Master of the Grammar School, HelstoQ, Cornwall. Demy iSmo., 
iniee is., strongly bound in cloth. 

JOLLY, Bp.— THE CHRISTIAN SACRIFICE IN THE 

EUCHARIST ; considered as it is the doctrine of Holy Scripture, 
embraced by the Universal Church of the first and pure^ timea^ 
by the Church of England, and by the Episcopal Church in Scotland. 
By the Right Rev. ALEXANDER JOLLY, D.D., late Bishop of 
Moray. l2mo., cloth. Second Edition, price 2s. 6d. 

JOULE.— A GUIDE TO THE CELEBRATION OF MA- 

TINS AND EVEN-SONG, according to the Use of the United 
Church of England and Ireland, containing The Order of Daily 
Service, The titanp, and the Order for the Administration of 
the Holy CommunioM, with Plain-Tunb. By BENJAMIN JOULS, 
Ji7N., Honorary ChapeUMaster of Holy Trinity Chmch, Man- 
chester, &c. In royal 8vo., price 28., in a stiflr cover. 
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SILVEBT.— HOME DISCIPLINE ; OR, Thoughts ok 
THE Origin and Exbrcisb op Dombstic Authority. With an 
Appendix. By ADELAIDE S. KILVERT. New Edition. 12mo. 
cloth. 3s. 6d. , 

LAW OF THE ANGLICAN CHURCH THE LAW OF 
THE LAND. Foolscap 6vo., price 2d. 

This Tract forms a suitable companion to " The Distinctive Tenets of 
the Chnrch of England. By the Rb7. W. Grbslbt, M.A." 

LAWSON.— PLAIN AND PRACTICAL SERMONS. 

By 6. H. Gray Lawson, M.A., Perpetual Curate of DUton Marsh. 
Svo. dotii, price lOs. 6d. 

LETHBRTDGE.— TABLES SHOWING THE VALUE 

OF TITHE RENT-CHARGES for the Year 1848; with the Pro- 
perty Tax to be deducted tiierefrom. Calculated by Robert 
Lbthbridoe, Accountant. Price 6d. 

LETTER ON THE SCOTTISH COMMUNION OF- 
FICE. (Reprinted from The English Churchman^ and revised by 
theaathor.) With Authorities for the Statements Id the Letter,and 
showing the Principle on which those Statements are founded. 
By a Pribst or tub Church in Scotland. Price 4d., or 6d. 
by Post. 

LETTER UPON THE SUBJECT OF CONFIRMA- 
TION, addressed to the '* Little Ones" of his Flock. By an 
English Priest. Price 6d. ; or 5s. per dozen. 

List of the days in the year of our lord 

1848, on which it is not seemly for Members of the Church to ^ve 
or accept invitations to Convivial Parties, the Church having 
ordered them to " Fast*' or ** Abstain." On a Sheet, Demy 4to., 
Rubricated. Price 6d. 

LITURGY FOR A VILLAGE SCHOOL, compiled for 
the use of Subnstonb National School, Diocese ot Lichfield. 
In stiff cloth cover, price 6d., or lOd. by post. 

LONDON PAROCHIAL TRACTS. 

Conversion, hi Two Parts. Price 2d., 148. per hundred. 

Be One Again. An Earnest Entreaty from a Clergyman to his 

People to Unite in Public Worship. Price Id., 7s. per hundred. 
The Church a Family ; or, a Letter from a Clergyman to the Pa. 

rishioners upon their Blessings and Duties as 'MeiiU)ers oi the 

Household of God. 

LOBAINE.--LAYS OF ISRAEL ; or, Tales of the Temple 
and the Cross. By AMELIA M. LORAINE. In Fcap. 8vo., neatiy 
bound in doth, price ss. 6d., morocco, 6S. 
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LORD OF THE FOREST AND HIS VASSALS. 

By the author of " Verses for Holy Seasons." With an ornamental 
border ronnd each page, and beautUul Frontispiece. Small 4to., 
cloth, eleg^antly bound, price 4s. 6d. 

MANGER OF THE HOLY NIGHT, with the Tales of 
THE Prince Schreimund and the PaiNCESs Schwkiostilla, 
From the German of Guido Gorres. By C. £. H., Morwenstow. 
Sixteen Illustrations. I8mo. cloth. Price 2s. 

MANUAL FOR COMMUNICANTS. 

Being an Assistant to a Devout and Worthy Reception of THE 
LORD'S SUPPER. Compiled from Catholic Sources. By a Parish 
Priest. Price 2d. (3d. by post) or 38. 6d. for 25, gilt edges, suitable 
for insertion in the small Prayer Books. Also, an enlarged edition, 
beautifully rubricated and bound, price is. 6d., or paper cover, gd, 

MILL.— FIVE SERMONS ON THE NATURE OP 

CHRISTIANITY. Preached in Advent and Christmas Tide, 1846, 
before the University of Cambridge. By W. H. MILL, D.D., late 
Fellow of Trinity College, and Christian Advocate j Chaplain to 
the Most Reverend the Lord Archbishop of Canterbury. 8vo., 
cloth. Nearly ready. 

MILL.~A LETTER TO A CLERGYMAN IN LONDON 

on the Theological Character of Dr. Hampden's Bampton Lectures, 
and tbe Extent and Value of Subsequent qualifications to their 
meaning. By W. H. Mill, D.D., Rector of Brasted, Kent. D<v 
mestic Chaplain to the Lord Archbishop of Canterbury. 8vo., 
sewed, price is., oris. 4d. by post. 

To the Friends of the Scottish Church and Churchmen in general. 
Third Editivn, Reoiaed and Enlarged, 

MONTGOMERY.— THE SCOTTISH CHURCH AND 

THE ENGLISH SCHISMATICS: being Letters on the Re. 
CENT Schism in Scotland. With a Dedicatory Epistle to the 
Right Reverend the Bishop of Glasgow ; and a Documentary Ap. 
pendix. By the Rev. ROBERT MONTGOMERY, M.A., Oxon., 
Author of " The Gospel in Advance of the Age," " Luther," &c. 3s. 

Notice. — The attention of Churchmen is respectfolly requested to 
tills publication, which all the Scottish Prelates, as w^ as many of the 
English and American ones, have pronounced to be the most adequate 
exponent of the subject there discussed. 

'* We feel bound to state that the part which Mr. Montoombrt 
has taken in this matter reflects the highest lustre both on his dia- 
racter as a Clergyman and gentleman. * * He now stands with a 
character for a noble and disinterested championship of the truth, 
for soundness of ductrine, and honesty of purpose, which has met 
with the approbation and esteem, as well of his former Diocesan, as 
of every good Churchman in England, Ireland, and Scotland, where 
his * Letters' have been read, and the facts of the case become 
known."— TAeo/o^an for May, pp. 311,312. 
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MONRO.— THE DARK RIVER. 

An Allegory. By the Rev. EDWARD MONRO, Perpetual Curate 
of Harrow Weald. l2mo. cloth, 2s. fid. 

MONRO.— THE VAST ARMY. 

An AUegonr. B7 the Rev. £. MONRO. 12mo. qloth, 3s. fid. 

MONRO.— THE COMBATANTS. 

An Allegory. By the Rev. E. MONRO. 2s. fid. Nearly readjf, 

MONRO.— STORIES OF COTTAGERS. 

By the Rev. E. MONRO. l8mQ. cloth, as. fid.f or the Stories 
separate in a packet, 2s. 

MONRO.— DERMOT, THE UNBAPTIZED. 

. By the Rev. E. MONRO. 3d. 

MONRO.— WANDERI|«JG WII^LHS. TSB SPONSOR. 
By the Rev. B. MONRO. Sd. 

MONRO.— OLD ROBERT GRAY. 
By the Rev. £. MONRO. 8d. 

MONTAaUE'S, Bp. ARTICLES OF INQUIRY PUT 
FORTH AT HIS PRIMARY VISITATION, IO88, with a Memoir. 
Foolscap 8vo., 124 pp., is, fi4. 

MORNING AND EVENING EXERCISES FOR Be- 
ginners. A Form of Daily Prayer : with a Short Fonn for 
Daily Examination of the Conscience. Compiled by a Clergyman. 
Price 2d., or Us. per hundred. 

MORRISON.--THE CREED AS EXTERNALLY SET 
FORTH AND ENFORCED BY THE CHURCH CAI^ENDAB. 
By the Rev. A. J. W. MORRISON, M.A., Curate of S. Illoe^n, 
Cornwall. On a large sheet, for Oie use of SchoQls« price 4d., or 
fid. hy post. 

NliaUS.— A HISTORY OF THE HOLY EASTERN 

CHURCH :— A History of the Patriarchate of Alexandria. In 
Six Books. By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A., of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, Warden of Saokville College, East Grinsted. 8 Vols. 
Demy 8vo., price 84s. 

Book I. From the Foundation of the Church of Alexandria to the 
Rise of Ne8torianism.->-Book II. From the Rise of the Nestorian 
Heresy to the Deposition of Dioscorus and the Great Schism.— Book 
III. From the Deposition of Dioscorus to the Capture of Alexandria 
by the Saracens.— Book IV. From the Capture of Alexandria by the 
Saracens to the Accession of Saladin as Vizir.— Book Y. From the 
Accession of Saladin as Vizir to the First Interference of the Por- 
tuguese.— Book VI. From the First Interference of the Portuguese to 
thfi Death of Hlerotheus. 
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XTEALE.— LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THE CHURCH 

IN ENGLAND. Bf the Rer. J. M. NEALX, M.A. lBino.» (dotb» 

38. del. 

KEALE.— ON PRIVATE DEVOTION IN CHURCHES. 

The Re-introduction of the System of Private Devotion in Churches 
considered in a. J^etber to the Venerable the Prefiident of the 
Cambridge Camden Society. By the Rev. J. M. NEALE* M.A. 
Price is. 

NEALIL— ENGLISH HISTORY FOR CHILDREN. 

From the InTasioti of the Romans, to the AeeeesloB of Qaee« 
Victoria. By the Rev. I. M. NEALE, M.A. A New EdMoD, 
Revised. l8mo. cloth. Ftice 2s. 6d. 

*'WecaneonacientiQttelyr«conunei>d thus nice little book, and we 
trust that it is the first step towards the banishment ftom nursery and 
school-room of tiiose odious compUations that at present disgrace the 
name of * Histories for tiie Young*/ cmd which are fraugM with eminent 
danger to the moral rectitude of those who read them." — Ecclesiastic, 
Feb. 1846. 

NEALE.— TRIUMPHS OF THE CROSS. 

Tales and Sketches of Christian Heroism and Christian Sod«nuice» 
By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. 2 Vols. l8mo. doth. Price 
2s. each. 

KEALE.— HYMNS FOR THE SICK. 

By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. Large Type. Price lOd., or 
is. 6d. cloth. 

VEALE-^HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. First and Second Series. 
8d. eaeh. 

KEALE.— HYMNS FOR THE YOUNG. 

By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. Sd. 

S^ These Ujirf e little works may be hadf neatly bound tog^ether in 

cloth, price is. 

HEALE. -SONGS AND BALLADS FOR MANUFAC 
TURERS. ByttwjRev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. Prices*. 

NEALE,— SONGS FOR THE PEOPLE. 

By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. Sd., or 2ls. per 100. 

*«* These' may also be had* stitched together in a neat Wrapper, 

price 6d., or 5s. per dozen. 

NEALE.— STORIES FROM HEATHEN MYTHOLOGY 

AND «REEK HISTORY FOR THE USB OP CHRISTIAN 
CHILDREN. By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. lemo. doth. 
Price 2s. 
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KEAXE.— STORIES OP THE CRUSADES- 

De Hdlingley and the Craaade of S. Loais. Comprising: a Histo- 
rical View of the Period. By the Rev. J. M. NE ALE, M.A. With 
Frontispiece by Sklous, and Two Plans. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 6d. j 
half bound in morocco, 5s. 

NEALE.— DUCHENIER, or the Revolt of La Vendee. 
By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. 12mo. cloth, uniform with the 
above, price 48. 0d. ; half bound in morocco, 6s. 

KEALE. — HIER0L06US ; or, the Church Tourists. 
By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. l2mo. doth. Price 6b. Cheap 
Edition, in 2 parts, price is. 8d. each. 

OF THE DUE AND LOWLY REVERENCE TO BE 

DONE BY ALL AT THE MENTION OF THE HOLY NAME OF 
JESUS, in time of Divine Service. Price id., or 6s. 6d. per 100. 

ORDER FOR COMPLINE, or. Prayers before Bed- 
Time. In post 8vo., price 4d.y in a stiff cover, or 6d. by post. 

ORGANS, a Short Account of. Erected in England since 
the Restoration. (Illustrated by numerous Wood-cuts, con- 
sisting of drawing^s of existing examples and designs for Organ 
Cases, by A. W. Puoin, Esq.) By a Member of the Universi^ 
of Cambridge. Fcp. 8vo., price 68. doth. 

OSMOND.— CHRISTIAN MEMORIALS. 

Being a Series of Designs for Headstones, &c.. designed and 
drawn on stone by William Osmond, Jun., Salisbury. In 
Parts. 4to. Price 2s. 6d. each. To be completed in about six 
Parts. 

PAGET.— THE LIVING AND THE DEAD. 

Practical Sermons on the Burial Service. By the Rev. F. E. 
PAGET, M.A., Rector of Elford. I2mo. cloth, 6s. 6d. 

PAGET.— SERMONS ON DUTIES OF DAILY LIFE. 
By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. Second Edition. 12mo. Price 
68. 6d. 

PAGET.— SERMONS ON THE SAINTS* DAYS AND 
FESTIVALS OF THE CHURCH. By the Rev. F. E. Paobt, 
Rector of Elford. l2mo. cloth, price 7s. 

PAGET.— THE CHRISTIAN'S DAY. 

By the Rev. F. £. PAGET, M.A. New Edition. In tquwre^fno. 
with Ordered pagea, and FrontUpiecefrom Overbeek. Price 3s. 6d. 
cloth. 68. morocco. Antique morocco, 2 is. 
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PA^ET.— SURSUM CORDA: AIDS TO PRIVATE 

DEVOTI ON. Being: a Body of Pfftycrs collected from the Writings 
of English Churchmen. Compiled and arranged by FRANCIS 

E. PAGET, M.A. In Two Parts, square 24mo., Bordered Pages, 
and Beautiful Frontispiece, price 58., or in Plain Morocco 7s. 6d. ; 
for presents, Morocco Extra lOs. 6d., or Antique Morocco 228. fid. 

*•* Thisia the toork announced in the " Ckri»tian*a Dajf,*' under the 
title, '"A Manual of Devotions,** at a Companion to that work. 

PAGET.— MILFORD MALVOISIN ; or, PEWS AND 
PEW HOLDERS. By the Rev. F. £. PAGET, M.A. 2nd Edition. 
l2mo. Price 3s. 

PAOET.— S. ANTHOLIN'S; or. OLD CHURCHES 
AND NEW. By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 4th Edition. 
l2mo. 2s. 6d. 

PAGET.— THE PAGEANT ; or, PLEASURE AND ITS 
PRICE. By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 2nd Edition. l2mo. 
Price 4s. 6d. 

PAGET.— THE WARDEN OF BERKINGHOLT. 

By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 2nd Edition. l2mo. 5s. Cheap 
Edition, in 2 parts, is. 4d. each. 

PAGET.— LUKE SHARP; or Knowledge without 
Rblioiom. A Tale of Modem Education. By the Rev. F. E. 
PAGET, M.A. 13mo. Price 2s. 6d. 

PAGET.— A TRACT UPON TOMBSTONES; or, 

Suggestions for the consideration of Persons intending to set up 
that kind of Monument to the Memory of Deceased Friends. 
By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. Demy 8vo., with numerous 
Illustrations, Second Edition, price Is., or is. 2d. by post. 

PAGET.— MEMORANDA PAROCHIALIA ; or, Thb 
Parish Prik8t*s Gotdb. * By the Rev. F. £. PAGET, M.A. 
Third Edition, printed on writing paper, bound in leather, with 
tuck and pockets, price 3s. 6d. Double size, 58. 

PAGET.— TALES OF THE VILLAGE CHILDREN. 
By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. First Series. l8mo. cloth. 
Price 2s. 6d. 

PAGET.— TALES OF THE VILLAGE CHILDREN. 

By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. Second Series. ]8mo. doth. 
Price 2s. 6d. 

PAGET.— THE HOPE OF THE KATZEKOPFS. 

A Fairy Tale. By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. Illustrated by 
Scott. l8mo. cloth, 28. 6d. Second Edition. With a Preface by 
the Author. 

PAGET.— PRAYERS ON BEHALF OF THE CHURCH 
AND HER CHILDREN in time of TROUBLE. By the Rev. 

F. £. PAGET, M.A. is. 
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PAOET.— THE IDOLATRY OP COVETOUSNES8. 
By the Rev. F. £. PAGET, M.A* U. 

PAGET.— A FEW PRAYERS, AND A FEW WORDS 
ABOUT PRAYEK. By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 2d. A 
Packet of 13, 2s. 

PAGET.— HOW TO BE USEFUL AND HAPPY. 
By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 2d. A Packet of 13, 2s. 

PAGET.— HOW TO SPEND SUNDAY WELL AND 
HAPPILY. By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A, On a card, ld» 

PALEY.— THE ECCLESIOLOGIST'S GUIDE to the 

Churches withia a Circuit of Seven Miles round Cambridgre. 
With Introductory Remarks. By F. A. PALEY, M.A. Price 2s. 

PEARSALL,— HYMNS OF THE CHURCH, 

Pointed as they are to be Chanted ; together with the Vbrsiclbs, 
LiTANT, Athanasian Cbbkd, Rbsponsks after the Comhand- 
MBVT9* &c. 9et to Music byT. Tallis. Revised and arranged 
by Mr. Pbarsall, of Lichfield Cathedra}. Small 8vo«, cloth. 
Price 2s., with a reduction to clergymen introducing: it into 
their churches. 

PEOPLE'S LIBRARY OF THE FATHERS. 

A series of Select Treatises from the Patristic Writings. TYanslated 
by Priests of the English Church. In Parts 6d. each. 

'* The PBOPtB*s Library of thb Fathbrs has our hearty approval. 
A judicious selection from the writings of the Fathers must be emi- 
nently serviceable. And we sincerely hope that this cheap and well- 
arranged edition may secure for them such a circulation as their own 
merits deserve, and the drcnmstances of our Church require." — 
EceUtUutic, October. 

PEEEIBA-— TENTATIVA tHEOLOGICA. 

PoR P. Antonio Pxrbira pb Fiouxrbdo. Translated fh>m the 
Original Portuguese, by the Rev. EDWARD H. LANDON, M.A., 
late of C.C.C., Camb. This celebrated worlc, written about the 
year 1760, by the most learned divine whom the Portu^ruese Church 
has produced, is a general defence of Episcopal Rights against 
Ultra-Montane usurpations. It has been translated into almost 
everj European langiiage, except English, though pnblidy burnt 
in Rome. In demy 8vo., cloth, prke gs. 

" We think the translation of this work is good service done to the 
Church of England at the present time. Mr. Nbalb has prefixed a 
useful and interesting Introduction to this work, sketching the cir- 
cumstances of PxRBiRA*s Life, and those which led to this publication, 
which he says excited the greatest interest in Europe, and was pub- 
licly burnt in Rome." — Christian Remembrancer, April, 1847. 

POOLE.— TWELVE PRACTICAL SERMONS on the 
HOLY COMMUNION. By the Rev. G, A. POOLE, M.A., Rector 
ofWelford. l2mo., 4s. 6d. 
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POOIJL—A HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

From the First Invasion by the Romans to the Accession of Queen 
Victoria. By the Rev. O. A. POOLE, M.A. 2 vols, cloth, 9s. 

" The author is not aware of the existence of a single History of 
England, adapted in size and pretensions to the use of the upper 
classes in schools, in which any appToadi is made to sound ecclesi- 
astical principles, or in which due reverence is shown to the Church 
of Bnglcmd, either before or after the Reformation, as a true and 
living member of the Body of Cbbist. He hopes that the present 
volumes will supply this deficiency, and furnish for the use of the 
learner an abstract of events neeessarily short and imperfect, but 
sound and true as for as it goes, and of such a character as not to 
array ail his early impressions against the truth of history, important, 
if ever, when it touches the evidences of Christ's Presence with His 
Church, in the land of all our immediate natural, civil, ecclesiastical, 
and spiritual relations.'*— -Pre/atfe. 

POPULAR TALES from the German, indnding Spindler's 
8. Stlvbstbr'.s Nioht) HauiTs CoLn Hbabt, &e. With cuts 
from Franldin. . Cloth, is. 6d. 

POPULAR TRACTS, lUustrating the Prayer Book of the 
Church of England, 

Already pubUshed : 

No. I. THE BAPTISMAL SERVICES- Second 
Edition. Price Id. 

No. n. THE DRESS OF THE CLERGY, with an 
Illustration. Price' 2d. 

No. III. THE BURIAL SERVICE. With an Appendix 
on Modern Burials, Monuments, and Bpitaphs, eontaining Seven 
Designs for HeadBtones, and an Alphabet for Inscriptions. Price fid. 

No. IV. THE ORDINATION SERVICES. Price 4d. 

Tl^ese Tracts are desired, as their name implies, for Thb Poor lb, 
for Clergy and Laity, for rich and poor. They may serve to remind 
the learned,' as wiellas to Instruct the ignorant. They are written in 
a spirit of the utmost attachment and obedience to th9 Holy English 
Church, and to Chat Catholiclc Church of which She is a Pur« and 
ApostoUclc "Branch.* Their writers are independent of any p^rty, and 
regardless of any'sectuian comments. 

*' This promisef to be a convenient and useful series, if we may 
Judge by the first unmher,^*— English Churchman. 

The foUowing are in preparation : 
No. V, THE MARRIAGE SERVICE. 
No. VI. THE ARRANGEMENT AND DECORATION 

OF CHURCHES. 

Communications for the Editor to be addressed to the caxe of Ma. 
Mastbrs, Aldersgate Street, London. 

POYNIN6S. 

A Tale of the Revolution. Price 2s. 6d. 
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PRACTICAL CHRISTIANS LIBRARY. s. d. 

]. Learn to Die.— [Sutton.] 10 

a. Practice of Divine Love.— [Ken.] 9 

3. Private Devotions. — [Spinckes.] .16 

4. Parable of the Pilgrim.— [Patrick.] 10 

5. The Imitation of Christ. — [A Kempis.] 10 

6. Manual of Prayer for the Young. — [Ken.] ... 06 

7. Guide to the Holy Communion. — [Nelson.] ... 8 

8. Guide to the Penitent.— [KetUe well.] 9 

9. The Golden Grove.— [Taylor.] 9 

10. Daily Exercises.— [Horiieck.] 9 

1 1 . Life of Ambrose Bonwicke 10 

12. Plain Sermons. — [Andrewes.] 2 

13. Life of Bishop Bull.— [Nelson.] l 6 

14. Death, Judgment, Heaven, and HelL—[Bp. Taylor.] 9 

15. Companion to the Prayer Book 10 

16. Christian Contentment. — [Sanderson.] 9 

17. Steps to the Altar 10 

18. Selections from Hooker.— [Keble.] ...... 1 6 

19. Advice to a Friend.— [Patrick] 1 6 

20. Repentance and Fasting. — [Patrick.] ..... 1 6 

21* On Prayer.— [Patrick.] 2 

22. Practical Christian, Part I.— [Sherlock.] .... 2 

23. , Part II.— [Sherlock.] ... 20 

24. Meditations on the Eucharist. — [Sutton.] .... 2 

25. Learn to Live. — [Sutton.] 16 

26. The Art of Contentment, by author of *' Whole Duty 

ofMan»» 16 

27. Meditations for a Fortnight.— [Gerhard.] .... 6 

28. The Heart's Ease.— [Patrick.] 1 6 

29. Doctrine and Discipline of the Church of England.—* 

[Heylin.] 8 

30. Manual for Confirmation and first Communion . . 8 

31. Hymns for Public and Private Use 2 

32. The Young Churchman's Manual 10 

33. The Seven Penitential Psalms 10 

34. Cosin's Devotions 10 

35. Bishop Tftylor's Holy Living 2 

36. Bishop Taylor's Holy Dying 2 

37. The Confessions of St. Augustine 2 

PRAYERS AND SELF-EXAMINATION FOR LITTLE 

CHILDREN. Price 2d. 
PRIVATE DEVOTION, 

A Short Form for the Use of Children. On a sheet for suspension 
in bed-rooms, price id., or 6s. 6d. per 100. Also in a Book, id. 

PROGRESS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND SINCE 

THE REFORMATION (The). Reprinted with corrections from 
the " Ecclesiastic." Small 8vo., in a neat wrapper 6d., or cloth 9d. 

QUESTIONS FOR SELF-EXAMINATION for the Use 
of the Clergy in what Concerns their Sacred Office. Price 6d., 
Rubricated. 
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BAWLINS.— THE FAMINE IN IRELAND. 

A Poem. "By C. A. Rawlins. Handsomely- printed on largre 
post 8vo., with gilt edges, aud in fancy wrapper, price is. 

REASONS (A FEW plain) FOR REMAINING IN THE 
ENGLISH CHURCH, in a Letter to a Friend. Price 4d. 

RECOLLECTIONS OP A SOLDIER'S WIDOW. 

By the author of " Sun setting; or, Old Age in its Glory.'* ISmo. 
Price is. 

EUSSELL.— THE JUDGMENT OF THE ANGLICAN 

CHURCH (Posterior to the Reformation} on the Sufficiency of 
Holy Scripture, and the Authority of the Holy Catholic Church in 
matters of Faith ; as contained in her authorized Formularies, and 
Illustrated by the Writings of her elder Masters and Doctors. 
With an Introduction, Notes, and Appendix. By the Rev. J. F. 
RUSSELL, B.C.L. 8vo., cloth, lOs. 6d. 

BUSSELL.— LAYS CONCERNING THE EARLY 
CHURCH. By the Rev. J. F. RUSSELL, B.C.L. Fcap. 8vo., 
price 2s. 6d. cloth. 

BUSSELL.— ANGLICAN ORDINATIONS VALID. 

A Refutation of certain Statements in the Second and Third 
Chapters of '* The Validity of Anglican Ordinations Examined. 
By the Very Reverend Peter Richard Kenrick, V.G.** By the 
Rev. J. F. RUSSELL, B.C.L. Price is., or is. 4d. post free. 

BTJSSELL.— OBEDIENCE TO THE CHURCH IN 

THINGS RITUAL. A Sermon, preached in St. James's Church, 
Enfield Highway. By the Rev. J. F. RUSSELL, B.C.L. 8vo., 
price is., 12mo., ^rlcefid. 

SCOTTISH MAGAZINE AND CHURCHMAN'S RE- 
VIEW. In Monthly Parts, price 6d. Commenced in January. 
1848. 

SERMONS FOR SUNDAYS, FESTIVALS, FASTS, AND 

other Liturgical Occasions. Edited by the Rbv. Alkxandxb 
Watson, M.A., Curate of St. John's, Cheltenham. 

The First Series, complete in One Volume, contains Thirty-six 
Original Sermons, and may be had in Six Parts, price One Shilling 
each, or bound in cloth, price 78. fid. 

The Second Series contains Seahons for bvbrt Sunday and 
HoLV Day in the Church's Year. It may be had in Eighteen Farts, 
price is. each, or in 3 vols, cloth, price 7s. 6d. each. 

The Third Series, complete in One Volume, contains Thirty-two 
Sermons, illustrating some Occasional Offices of the Book o^ 
Common Prayer, may be had in Six Parts, price is. each, or bound in 
cloth, price 78. fid. 

All Three Series are also kept, bound uniformly in half-calf, cloth 
sides, 108.; whole caU, Us.; cailf extra, 128. per volume. 

A list of the Contributors, Holy Days, Sutajjects, and Texts, may be 
had, free by post, on application. 
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SERMONS FOR THE PEOPLE. Pnce Id. 

No. I. CHRIST AND THE " COMMON PEOPLE.** 

II. THE «' LOST SHEEP.*' 

III. THE " PIECE OF SILVER.** 

IV. THE " PRODIGAL'S SIN.'* 

To be continaed. 
This Series has been commenced with a view oi Mipj/Ajvag clergy, 
men with disconrses which they may place in the hands of those of 
-their parishioners who do not frequent their parish church. Sold in 
packets of 25 for is. 6d. ; 50 for 3s. By post 6d. extra. 

SCUDAMOBE.— STEPS TO THE ALTAR ; a Manual of 
Devotion for the Blessed Eucharist. By W. E. Scuda morr, M. A., 
Rector of Ditching^ton. Third Edition, carefully revised and 
enlarged. Price is. Fine paper edition in morocco, 38. 6d. 

^MITH, B.— THE CHURCH CATECHISM ILLUS- 
TRATED BY PASSAGES FROM THE BOOR OF COMMON 
PRAYER. By the Rev. ROWLAND SMITH, M.A., formerly of 
S. John's Coll., Oxford. In stiff cover, price 4d., or 6d. by post. 

SMITH, C— SERMONS PREACHED IN HOLY WEEK, 
and at other Seasons of the Church, by the Rev. CHARLES P. 
SMITH, Incumbent of S. John's, Pendlebury, near Manchester, 
and Domestic Ch84>lain to the Right Hon.' Lord Viscoimt Com- 
bermere. l2mo. cloth. Price 6s. 

SMITH, a— GOD'S THREATENINGS FOR OUR SINS. 

A Sermon preached on Sunday, October llth, the Etigfateenth 
Sunday after Trinity ; with a Preface, on the present Spiritoal Con- 
dition of the Manufacturing Districts. By the Rev. CHARLES 
FELTON SMITH, B.A., of Queen's College, Cambridge; Incum- 
bent of Pendlebury, near Manchester, and- Domestic Chaplain to 
the Right Hon. Lord Viscount Combermere. 8vo. Price is. 

STBETTON.— A SERIES OF SERMONS ON THE 

ACTS OP MARY MAGDALEN. Preached in the Parish Church 
of S. Paul, Knightsbridge, by the Rev. Hbnrt Strbtton, M.A., 
Oxon., Curate of Chideock, in Whitchurch-Canonicorum, Diocese 
of Sarum, late Senior Assistant Curate of S. Paul's, Knightsbridge. 
Nearly Rtady. 

;$UN.S£TTING; or, Old Age in its Glory, and 
" Old Six-o'clock." By the author of " Recollections of a 
Soldier's Widow." iSmo. 6d. 

SWEDISH BROTHERS. 

Cuts, price is. 6d. l8mo. cloth. 

TEALR—LIVES OF EMINENT ENGLISH DIVINES. 
Containing Bishop Andrewes, Dr. Hammond, Bishop Bull, Bishop 
Wilson, and Jones of Nayland. By the Rev. WILLIAM HENRY 
TEALE, M.A., Vicar of Roystone, Diocese of York. In royal 
]8mo. with Steel Engravings, price 6s. cloth. 
-*«* This is intended as a Companion to the Atttiior's *' live* of 

Eminent English Laymen." 
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THEOLOGIAN AND ECCLESIASTIC. 

A Magazine relating to the Affairs of the Church, EducatioD, &c. 
In Montlily Parts, price is. 6d. 

The range of subjects which this Magajtine is intended to embrace, 
will appear from the Title chosen ; and the rale on which it ii 
conducted, is that of setting forth the distinctive principles of the 
Church boldly and uncompromisingly, with as UtUe reference as 
possible to those who may be supposed to differ. 

Vols. I., II., III., and IV., including Parts I. to XXIV. with Titles 
and Indexes, are now ready, price lOs. 6d. each, bound in doth. 

TBUEFITT.— ARCHITECTURAL SKETCHES ON 

THE CONTINENT. By GEORGE TRUEFITT, Architect. Sixty 
Engraved Subjects in Demy 4to., price lOs. 6d., bound in cloth. 

TXTTE.— HOLY TIMES AND SCENES. 

By the Rev. JOHN STANLEY TUTE, B.A., of S. John's CoUege, 
Cambridge. In small 8vo., price 3s., cloth. 

TUTE.— THE CHAMPION OF THE CROSS. 

An Allegory. By the Rev. J. S. TUTE, B.A. l2mo. price 28. 6d. 
cloth. 

TWOPENNY BEWABD BOOKS. 

The Two Sheep.— Uttle Stories for Little Children.— '* I am so 
Happy.*'— The Brother's Sacrifice.— The Dumb Boy. 

VISITATIO INFIRMORUM; or, Offices for the Clergy 
in Directing, Comforting, and Praying with the Sick. Compiled 
from ApproTcd Sources. With an Introduction. By WILLIAM 
H. COPE, M.A., Minor Canon and Librarian of S. Peter's, West- 
minster, and Chaplain to the Westminster Hospital; and HENRY 
STRETTON, M.A., Curate of Chideock, Diocese of Sarum, late Se- 
nior Assistant Curate of S. Paul's, Knightsbridge. 12roo. Calf, 
price lOs., morocco 20s. Also, with Silver and Gilt clasps, 
comers, &c. 

WALCOTT.— AN ORDER OF ANTHEMS. 

Selected from the New Version of the Psalter, that may be 
foUowefi in Parish Choirs, and places where they sing, on all 
Sundays and Holy Days and Evens observed in the Church of 
England. By the Rev. MACKENZIE WALCOTT, M.A., Curate 
of S. Margaret's, Westminster. On a Sheet, price ad. 

WATSON.— THE PEOPLE, EDUCATION, AND THE 

CHURCH. A Letter to the Right Rky. thb Lord Bishop of 
ExsTxa, occasioned by a Letter of the Rev. W. F. Hoos, D.D., 
to the Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of St. David's. By the 
Rev. ALEXANDER WATSON, M.A., Curate of St. John's, Chel- 
tenham. Reduced to is. 

*' An elaborate examinatian of the whole subject. We recommend 
itespedally to such of our readers who take fm actiye interest In tbe 
education of the Poor."~£n^/t«A Churchnum. 
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WATSON.—THE DEVOUT CHURCHMAN; or, Daily 

Meditations from Advent to the Close of the Christian Year. 
Edited by the Rev. ALEXANDER WATSON. Vol. I., incdudingr 
Adybnt to Ascension, is now ready, price 78. 6d. 

"This work follows the order and arrangement of the Church's 
year, and is of an eminently prsictical character. We can cordially 
recommend it to the Clergy as a most useful book for the private read- 
ing and instruction of thdr parishioners." — English Churchman. 

WATSON SEVEN SAYINGS ON THE CROSS; or. 

The Dying Christ, out Prophet, Priest, and King. Being a Series 
of Sermons preached in St. John's Church, Cheltenham, in the 
Holy Week, 1847. By the Rev. ALkxANosa Watson, M.A., 
Curate of the Church. 8vo. cloth, price 68. 

WI:BB SKETCHES OF CONTINENTAL ECCLE- 

SIOLOGY.— Ecclesiological Notes in Belgium, the Rhenish Pro- 
vinces, Bavaria, Tyrol, Lombardy, Tuscany, the Papal States, and 
Piedmont. By the Rev. Benjamin Wkbb, M.A., of Trinity Col- 
lege, Ccunbridg^e. Demy 8vo., price iSs. 

WHAT SHALL BE DONE TO REGAIN THE LOST? 

or. Suggestions for the Working of Populous Parishes. Demy 
8vo., price 3d., or by post, 4d. 

WHYTEHEAD.— COLLEGE LIFE. 

Letters to an Under-Graduate. By the Rev. THOMAS WHYTE- 
HEAD, M.A., late Fellow of S. John's College, Cambridge, and 
Chaplain to the Bishop of New Zealand. Foolscap ..8VO. cloth, 
3s. 6d. 

" The author of this little volume has left behind him a memory 
which must be long and dearly cherished by those who knew him, and 
be a subject of affectionate interest to many more, who are merely 
acquainted with the chief points of his short, but not unserviceable 
life. * * * And if the little book before us shall aid in producing 
among those to whom it is addressed the tone of feeling and the cha- 
racter stamped upon it by its author, it will do no contemptible servioe 
to the Church at large."— fJce/encw/tc, Jan. 1846. 

A few copies only of this interesting work remain unsold. 

WBAY.— CATHOLIC REASONS FOR REJECTING 
THE MODERN PRETENSIONS AND DOCTRINES OF THE 
CHURCH OF ROME. By the Rev. CECIL WRAY, M.A., 
Incumbent of S. Martin's, Liverpool. Fourth Thousand. Prioe 
2d., or 148. per lOO. 

WILLIAMS.— ANCIENT HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

By the Rev. ISAAC WILLIAMS, B.D. 18mo. cloth, price Is. 6d. 

WILLIAMS.— HYMNS ON THE CATECHISM. 
By the Rev. I. WILLIAMS, B.D. 18mo. cloth, price 2s. 

WILLIAMS.— SACRED VERSES WITH PICTURES. 

By the Rev. 1. WILLIAMS, B.D. 8vo. cloth, price 128. 
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Congregatfonal anli C()otr Mvi^iU 

FOR THE TJSE OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH. 



I. ^^c ^^salter; or, psalms of I3ab(tr, 

Pointed as they are to be sun^ in Churches, and divided and ar 
ranged in lines to Sixty-seven of the Ancient Chants or Tones of the 
Church, with a yie w to general congre^tional singring. Each Psalm 
is preceded by one or more appropriate Chants. Price 28. A specimen 
Copy by post, ss. Od. 

Companion to the Psalter. 

11. Sixtp^seben TlncUnt Ci^antje or ^ones of i%t CDharc^, 

Arranged in modern notation, and in four parts for the use of Choir, 
Congregational, and Accompanyist ; with an explanatory dissertation 
on the construction, right accent, and proper use of the Ancient 
Tones. Price Is., or lOs. 6d. per dozen. A Copy by Post, is. 2d. 

III. ^i^e Canticles, 1|i)mns, antf CreeH 

Used in Morning and Evening Prayer, set forth and divided to the 
Ancient Tones of the Church. Each one preceded by a Chant in four 
pnrts for the use of Choir, Congregation, and Accompanyist. Price 
6d., or £2 per 100. A Copy by Post, 8d. 

IV. ®e ®£twn in jFour ^att», 

With Organ Accompaniment, founded upon the Ancient Melody in 
the Sarum Antiphonal, and used in places where there were Quires 
during the time of Elizabeth, and in subsequent reigns. Price 28. 

V. 9lntf)cms ant( S6erbiccs for C^urcl^ Ci^oirs, 

Containing Seventy select pieces by the finest Composers, and suited 
for every Sunday and Festival throughout the year ; with Organ Ac- 
companiment. In a handsome 4to. volume, 21s. cloth. The Numbers 
may also be had separately. 

VI. '^ntijiems antr Serbices. 

Second Series, uniform with the above. 
This volume contains several fine and scarce compositions, by 
Palestrina, Mareuzio, Nanino, &c. ) suited to the great Church Sea- 
sons, commencing with Advent : also aTe Deum, Jubilate, Magnificat, 
and Nunc Oimittis, hitherto unknown in this country. 4to. 128. cloth. 

VII. lEasp ISlntidems for i^)t ^\MXt% St%iiM!&. 

Price 48. 

YIII. Introits atfapteU to t^e course of ti^e lEccUsCasitical 

Sear. 

The music selected from Ancient Ritual Sources, and harmonized 
either for unison or four voices. Price 5s. 



28 NET^ WORKS PtTBLISRED BT 

MUSICAL WORKS 

BOITRD AND ARRANOKD BT 

HENRY JOHN GAUNTLETT, Mus. Doc. 



Containinir upwards of 309 Melodies for Metrioal Hymns, suited for 
Congregational use, with Organ Aocompauiments. 

THE TUNES ARE ADAPTED TO EVERY MEASURE IN USE. 

Sntroits or ^^tosc ^pmns. 

Selected from the Authorised Version of the Psalms in the Holy 
Bible, set to Plain Tunes or Chant Melodies, and arranged in tour 
parts suitable for congregationsd singing. 

Treble, Alto, Tenor, and Bass Parts with words, each 6d., or 40s. 
per 100. The Organ Part for accompaniment, 2s. 

% Selection from tfie ^uire ^^saltet, 

Being the Psalms aocording to the Use of the Book of Common 
Prayer, set forth and arrang^ed to upwards of five hundred Chants j 
each Psalm having its Chants descriptive of the emotive character of 
the words, and divided somewhat after the manner suggested by Bishop 
Horaley. 

This work is handsomely printed in large type and boild music note, 
and is published in sepcoate Psalters, each beUig complete with words 
and music. 

1. The Psalter with the Treble Part.— 2. The Psalter with the Alto 
Part.--3. The Psalter with the Tenor Part.— 4. The Psalter with the 
Bass Part.— 5. The Psalter with the parts compressed for accompani- 
ment. 

Any of which may be had singly. 

THE SELECTION, 2s. 6d. each Vocal Part. The Otgan Part, with 
words, 5s. 



General Literature. 

HEZAKT.--.GEOGRAPHICAL QUESTIONS classed un- 
der heads, and interspersed with History and Gbnbral In- 
formation. Adapted for the Use of Classes in Ladibs' and 
Gcntlbmbn's Schools, and to the parposes of Private Teach- 
' ing. By J. BEZANT, Teacher of Geography, the Classics, 
Mathematics, &e. Demy i8mo., strongly bound, price 2s. 

A KEY to the above, price 2s. bound in Leather. 

BWJNDELIh— LECTURES ON THE PRINCIPLES 

AND PRACTICE OF MIDWIFERY. By James Blundell, M.D.. 
formerly Lecturer on Midwifery and Physiology at Guy's Hospital. 
Edited I7 Charlks Sbvbrn, M.D., Registrar of the Medical Society 
of London. Royal 1 8mo., neatly bound in cloth. Price 5s. 
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BTJNBUBT.— EVENINGS IN THE PYRENEES, 

CompriBing the Stories of Wandercvs from many Lands. Eilited 
and airangedby Sslina Bunburt, Author of " Rides in the Pyre, 
nees/* ** Combe Abbey," &c. Post 8to., with EugrAvlngs, price 
5S., handsomely bound. 

'' She writes well, because she things correctly » and there Is often 
as much vigour as of beauty !o her descriptions.'* — Ftaaer*^ Magazine, 

"Kvery thing that Miss BuNBirar says or d6es is perfectty and 
gracefully femiBlne.'*^i\raMr/ and Military Gazette. 

CLABK.— A HAND-BOOK FOR VISITORS TO THE 
KEKSAL GREEN CEMETERY. By Bkn/amin Clark. In 

royal l8mo., in a neat cover, with Four Engraving^, price is. 

CLAVIS BOTANICA. A Key to the Stndy of Botany ; on 
the System arranged by Linn a us. Fourth Edition, in post 24mo., 
elegantly printed on tinted paper, with Coloured Frontispiece, is. 

CUETIS-— THE YOUNG NURSE'S GUIDE ; or, IN- 
STRUCTIONS UPON THE GENERAL MANAGEMENT OF 
THE SICK. By Joskpb Cvrtis, M.R.C.S., F.Z.S., one of the 
Surgeons of the Parish of St. Pancras. Royal ismo., cloth boards, 
price 2s. 

CURTia—ADVICE TO YOUNG MARRIED WOMEN, 
and tiiose who have the Management of the LviNo-iif Room, 
upon the General Treatment of Females during PaieeNAKGY ANn 
CoNFiNxatsNT. Second Edition. Price is. 

ELECTRO-CHEMICAL COPYING BOOK. 

Extra size large post 4to., containing 240 leaves. Price, com- ' 
plete, with Ink, Sponge Box, &c., lOs. Gd. 

The attention of the Clkrot, Mbrchants, Bankbrs, Profkssors, 
Authors, and every class of Tradksmkiv, is called to this unique 
Article ; the simple construction of which enables any person to take 
a Copy of his Letters or other Memoranda instantly, without the 
trouble attending the Copying Press. It will be of peculiar advantage 
to Principals by enabling them to take their own copies of 93Xprioat§ 
Letters and Papers. 

HAMILTON.— A TREATISE ON THE CULTIVATION 
of the PINE APPLE ; with an account of the various modes adopted 
by the most Eminent Growers, and also of the Anthor*8 Method of 
Growing the. Vine and tlie Cucumber in the same House ; a 
Description of the Pine Stove used at Thomfield, and a Han for 
the CoDstruction of Hothouses, to combine the Culture of these 
Plants ; with Receipts for the Destruction of the Insects peculiar 
to them. By JosBPB Hamilton, Grardenerto F. A. Philips, Esq., 
Tbornliehl, near Stockport. Second edition, revised and cor- 
rected, with Dntwings of Stoves, &c., price 5s. 
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HOWIL-LESSONS ON THE GLOBES, 

On a Plan entirely new, in which, instead of being separately 

studied, they are taken together in Illustration of Terrestrial 

and Celestial Pheenomena : with Original Familiar Explanations 

of the ever-varying circumstances of our Planet and the Solar 

System generally. Illustrated by Fifty.eight Engravings on 

Wood. By T. H. HOWE. Demy l2mo., price (Js. 

" In regard to the correctness and profilndity of its views, the book 

is vastly superior to the works, upon the same sutoect, which I have 

known." * * * "I have no doubt that it is really a very 

much more correct and learned book than books with the same object 

usually are.'*— G. B. Airy, Esq., Aatronomer Royal. 

A KEY TO THE LESSONS ON THE GLOBES. Bound in Leather, 

price 3s. 6d. 
LITTLE ANNIE AND HER SISTERS. By E. W. H. 
Printed on Tinted Paper, with a beautiful Frontispiece, embossed 
cloth, gilt edges. Price is. 6d. — Watered Coral Paper, is. 
The incidents of this little work are Facts, and relate to a Family 
now moving in the highest circle of Society. 

" The production of a pure-minded and accomplished woman, this 
sweet little tome is a fit ofiering for the young."— i^t/erar^ Gazette, 

MEMORIALS OF THE HIGHGATE CEMETERY. 

With an Introductory Essay on Epitaphs and Gravestone Poetry. 
In royal l8mo., with Engravings, price Is. 

INTELLBCTUAL AMUSEMENT FOR ALL SEASONS. 

PMCIL— THE MUSES' RESPONSE, a Conversational 
Game. *' A set of Orient Pearls at random strung." Selected by 
the Misses Price. Price 2s. 6d. 
The object of these Cards is to lead to rational amusement and 

intellectual conversation. 

EOBSON.— THE OLD PLAY-GOER. 

By WILLIAM ROBSON. Post 8vo., price 7s. fld. cloth. 
" Mr. Robson's admiration of John Kemble and Mrs. Siddons is an 
echo of our own. In fact, in reading his work, we have lived over 
again our own play- going days. Interspersed with his reminiscences 
are many excellent and judicious reflections upon the drama, the 
stage, and theatrical matters generally. The volume, which is dedi- 
cated to Charles Kemble, is written in a spirited and vigorous style." 
— John Bull. 

STRANGER'S GUIDE TO PARIS. 
SINNETT.— PICTURE OF PARIS & ITS ENVIRONS : 
comprising a Description of the Public Buildings, Parks, Churches, 
&c. ; necessary information on starting; and Notices of the various 
Routes from the Coast. With a New Map, containing bird's eye 
Views of Public Buildings, and references to the principal Streets, 
Railway Stations, &c. Price 6s. strongly bound. 
A NEW PLAN OF PARIS, with References to all the 
Streets, Squares, &c., and Engravings of the Public Buildings in 
their respective situations, by which the Stranger is greatly 
assisted in travelling through the Suburbs. Jhrice 2s, 
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TINMOXTTH.— AN INQUIRY RELATIVE TO VA- 
RIOUS IMPORTANT POINTS OF SEAMANSHIP, considered 
as a Branch of Practical Science. By Nicholas Tinmouth, 
Master Attendant of Her Majesty's Dock-yard at Woolwich. 
8vo., cloth, with Engravings, price 6s. 6d. 

Eaj).— MENTAL EXERCISES FOR JUVE- 



NILE MINDS. By Eliza Wakkfikld. Demy ismo., strongly 
bound* Seccmd Edition, price 28. With the Key, 2s. 6d. The 
Key separate, fid. 
« The exercise of our powers is ever attended with a degree of plea- 
sure, which, once tasted, usually operates as a sufficient stimulus to a 
repetition of the effort. This holds good in an especial manner with 
respect to the mental powers ; the delight accompanying the discovery 
of truth, the legitimate otgect of their activity. Invariably disposes, par- 
ticularly in children, to renewed search, and imparts a fUnnntinfartynin 
with all that is not convincingly true." — Preface. 

WAKEFIELD.— FIVE HUNDRED CHARADES FROM 
HISTORY, GEOGRAPHY, AND BIOGRAPHY. Second Series. 
Demy 18mo., bound in cloth. By Eliza Wakkvibld. Price 
18. fid. 
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I TALES of the VILLAGE CHILDREN. By the Rev. F. 
E.PAGET. First Series, including " The Singers,** "The Wake/' 
"The Bonfire,'* "Beating the Bounds,*' "Hallowmas Eve,** 
" A Sunday Walk and a Sunday Talk." 2nd Edition. 18mo., 
with numerous cuts, neatly bound in cloth, 2s. fid. 

*^* For School Rewards, &c., the Tales may be had in a packet, 

sorted, price 28., or 4d. each. 

IL THE HOPE of the KATZEKOPFS. A Fairy Tale. 
niQstrated by Scott. Cloth, 2s. fid. Second Edition. With a 
Preface by the Author, the Rev. F. E. PAGET. 

III. HENRI de CLERMONT; or, the Royalists of La 
Vendue. A Tale of the French Revolution. By the Rev. 
WILLIAM 6RESLEY. With cuts, doth, 28« 

IV. POPULAR TALES from the German, including 
Spindler's S. SvLVKSTsa's Night ; HaufTs Cold Hbart, &c. 
With cuts, from Franklin, doth, is. fid. 

V. TALES of the VILLAGE CHILDREN. By the Rev. 
F. E. PAGET. Second Series, containing "Merry Andrew," 
Parts I. and II., " The Pancake Bell," " The April Fool.'* Second 
Edition. With cuts, cloth, 2s. fid. 
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VI. THE TRIUMPHS of the CROSS. Telen and Sketches 
of Christian Heroism. By the Rev. J. M. NEALE. 2nd EditioD. 
Cloth, price as. 

YII. BARLY FRIENDSHIP; or, the Two Cateclittmeft9. 
doth, price is. 6d, 

VIII. THE SWEDISH BROTHERS. Cuts, price Is. 6d. 
cloth. 

IX. THE CHARCOAL BURNERS. Cloth, price Is. 6d. 

K. LUKE SHARP ; or, Knowlbdgi: without Religion. 
A Tale of Modem Edncation. By the Rev. F. E. PAGET. Price 
28. 6d. 

XL GODFREY DAVENANT ; A Tale of School Life. 

By the Rev. WILLIAM E. HEYGATE, M.A. Price 2s. 6d. 

*'We question whether a more healthy, impressive, and earnest 
work has appeared in that aseful series. We do not know one which 
we could more heartily recommend for senior boys. The admonitions 
of Dr. Wilson, the head master of the schoolman orHiodoKDr. Amolil^ 
-i-^and the example and counsel of Barrow, his most exemplary' pupil, 
cannot fail to have a beneficial influence upon all except the positively 
vicious, debased, and callous." — English Churchman, 

XII. LAYS OF FAITH AND LOYALTY. Br the Ven. 

Archdeacon CHtJRTON, M.A., Rector of Crayke. Price 28. \ 

XIII. TRIUMPHS OF THE CROSS. Part IL Chris- 
TiAN Endurancb. By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A., price 
2s. 

" Mr. iseale has favoured us with a seoond part of The TaruBip.Mt 
pr THS Cross, and a cbarminir little volume it is. ... We da taxok. 
that the service done to the cause of truth by a careful and juiiif ioos 
selection and publication of such stories as tiie latter ones, especially, 
of this series is very considerable."— ^ecloA'os^ic, June^ 1846. 

XIV. AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF 
MODERN GEOGRAPHY. Carefully compiled i including the 
Latest Discoveries, and a Chapter on Ecclesiastical Geography; 
By the Rev. H. HOPWOOD, M.A. With a Map coloured to 
show the Christian, Heathen, and Mahometan Countries, English 
Possessions, &c. Price 2s. 6d. 



«« 



We are indebted to Mr. Hopwood for an ' Introduction to the study 
of Modem Geography,' which appears to us fax superior to any manual 
of the kind yet in existence."— JS^ecienac^, 3ept. 1846. 



J. MASTERS, ALDER80ATE STREET. 33 

[JUYBNILS XNOLISHMAN's LIBRAAY CONTINUSD]. 

XV. COLTON GREEN. A Tale of the BUck Country, 
By the Rev. WILLIAM GRESLEY. Price 28. ad. 

*' The able and excellent author displays the closest intimacy with 
the people and the circumstances about which he writes."— ilfom<»jr 
Post. 

" We admire this little volume greatly onrsfdvea. We know it to 
have been admired by others ; and we have no fear but that such of our 
readers as procure it will readily fall in with our opinions." — Theologian. 

XVI. A HISTORY OF PORTUGAL from ita erectioii 

into a separate ldng;dom to the year 1 830. Price 2s. fld. 

" Every one who reads it will find himself irresistibly carried on to 
the end." — Ecetesiattic. 

XVII. POYNINGS. A Tale of the Revolution. Price 28. 6d. 
" A spirited and stirring Tale of the Revolution."— J?(rc;e«ta<^tc. 

XVIII. THE MANGER OP THE HOLY NIGHT, 
with the Talk or ths Pkiwcb SchhbihunI) and tbk Pkincbss 
ScBwaiosTiLLA. FTom the Germsm of Guino Goaaas. By 
C. E. H., Morwenstow. Sixteen Illustrations. Price 28. 

« This is a nice Christmas Tale, with a good moral. The Introduc- 
tion is beaatifully written." — EnglUh Churchman, 

XIX. STORIES FROM HEATHEN MYTHOLOGY 
AND GREEK HISTORY, for the Use of Christian Children. By the 
Rev. J. M. NxALx, M.A., Author of *' Tales of Christian Heroism," 
" Christian Endurance," &c.. Warden of SackvUle College, East 
Grinsted. ss. 

XX. STORIES FROM THE CHRONICLERS. 

(FaoissAaT). Illustrating the History, Manners, and Customs 
of the Reign of Edward III. By the Rev. HENRY P. DUNSTEB» 
M.A. Price 28. 6d. 

XXI. A HISTORY OP ROME. 

By the Rev. SAMUEL FOX, M.A.» F.S.A. Price 38. 



The following are in preparation, and nearly ready : 

A HISTORY OF SPAIN. By the Rev. BENNETT G. JOHNS, 
S. Mark's College, Chelsea. 

A HISTORY OF FRANCE. By the Rev. JOSEPH HASKOLL, B.A. 

A HISTORY OF GERMANY. By the Rev. A. J. HOWELL, M.A. 

A HISTORY OF HOLLAND. By the Rev. E. H. LANDON, M.A. 

A HISTORY OF GREECE. By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, M.A. 
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JOSEPH MASTERS, ALDERSGATE STREET, 
^nblte^er to tl^e Societp, 



A Hand-Book of English Ecclesiology. 

In Demy l8mo., 7s.» or interleaved and bound in limp calf 10s. 

A Few Words to Churchwardens 

On Churches and Church Ornaments. No. I. Suited to Country 
Parishes. Now ready, the Fourteenth Edition, revised. Price 3d., 
or sis. per hundred. 

A Few Words to Churchwardens 

On Churches and Church Ornaments. No. IX., Suited to Town en- 
Manufacturing Parishes. Sixth Edition. Price 3d. 

A Few Words to Church-Builders. 

Third Edition, entirely rewritten. Price Is. 

Appendix to the former Editions of a "Few 

Words to Church-Builders"} containing Lists of Models for Win- 
dowSj Fonts, and Rood-screens. Price 6d. 

A Few Words to Parish Clerks and Sextons. 

Designed for Country Parishes. A Con^Muoion to the " Few Words 
to Churchwardens.** Second Edition. Price 2d. 

A Few Words to Churchwardens ; 

Abridged from the Two Tracts so named. Ttdrd Edition. On a 
sheet, for distribution, or suspension in Vestry-Rooms. 

Advice to Workmen employed in Restoring a 

Church. New Edition. On a Sheet, for distribution, or suspen- 
sion in Vestry-Rooms. 

Advice to Workmen employed in Building a 

Church. New Edition. On a sheet, for distribution, or suspen- 
sion in Vestry-Rooms. 

Church Enlargement and Church Arrangement. 

Price 6d. 

The History and Statisticks of Pues. 

Fourth Edition, corrected, with very many additions, as. 6d. 



Bwleiioioffieal lat$ Cambridge Camden Society. dS 



A Supplement to the First and Second Editions 

of " The History of Paes," cotLtaining tha ftdditionalmatterinserted 
in the Third Edition. Price is. 

Twenty-four Reasons for getting rid of Church 

Pues. Ninth Edition. Price id. each, or 5s. per 100. 

An Argument for the Greek Origin and Meaning 

of the Monogram I H 6. Price is. 6d. 

On the History of Christian Altars. 

A Paper read before the Cambrtdee Camden Society, Nov. 3$, 1 844. 
Price 6d. Second Edition. 

Church Schemes ; 

Or Forms for the dassifled description of a Church. Fourteenth 
Edition, Folio : for rough copies, 6d.per score to Members j is. per 
score to Non-Members.— 4to : for transcription, Is. per score to 
Members j 28. fid, per score to Non-Members. 

The Grientator. 

% A Simple Contrivance for ascertaining the OriCTitation of Churches. 
In a case, with Directions for use and Catalogue of Saints» Days. 
Price 2s. 

The Report of the Society for 1846 ; 

Together with a list of the Members, Laws, &c., of the Society. 
Price 1 s. flliis exhibits & general view of the constitution, objects, 
and operations of the Society.) 
[Copies of the Reports for 1840, 1841, 1842, 1843, and 1844, may 

stiU be had.] 

The Transactions of the Cambridge Camden Society. 

Part U A Selection from the Papers read before the Society at the 
Meetings 1840-41. Royal 4to. Price 68. 6d. 

The Transactions of the Cambridge Camden Society. 

Part II. A Selection from the Papers read before the Society at 
the Meetings 1841-42. Royal 4to. Plates, fe. 

The Transactions of the Cambridge Camden Society. 

Part III. A Selection from the Papers read at the Ordinary Meet- 
ings in 1843-45. Royal 4to. Price 7s. 6d. 

Working Drawings of the Middle-Pointed Chancel 

of All Safaits, Hawton, Nottingiiamshire. Engraved in Oumne by 
Mr. J. Lk Kbux, Sen. Atias foUo, ^1. 6s. (To Members, ^1. is.) 
This work contains Plans, Sections, and Elevations of one of the 
finest specimens of Parochial Pomted Architecture m the kingdom. 

The Church of the Holy Sepulchre. 

Some Account of the Church and its Restoration, with an audited 
. . Statement of the Treasurer's Aocoont. Price 6d. 



36 .Eecleviolopical laU Cambridge Camden Society. 



An Exterior View of the Same (as restored by th 

Cambridge Camden Society.) A Ttnted Lithograph, 2s. 6d. 

The Interior of S. Sepulchre's, Cambridge : 

Taken immediately after its Restoration. A Tinted Lithograpl 
.Price is. 

Stalls and Screenwork in S. Mary's, Lancaster. 

A Tinted Lithograph. Price Is. 

A Lithograph of the Font and Cover in the Chnrc! 

of S. Edward the Confessor, Cambridge, (as restored by the Can 
bridge Camden Society.) is. 6d. plain; India paper ss. 



iXhxitxationi of S&onvimtntal Utamn. 

With accompanying historical descriptions, and many Architecttm 
Lithographs. Complete in 6 parts. 

No. II. 6s. idain; India-paper Proofis, 7s. 6d. 
Nos. I., III., IV., v., and VI., 8s. plain; India-paper Proofs, lOs, 6d. 



Sndtrumenta ^ttksiu^titu* 

Edited by the Cambridge Camden Society. 

A series of Working Designs for the Fumitore, Fittings, and Decorr 
tions of Churches and their Precmcts. In 12 Parts, price 2s. 6 
each, or 1 Vol. bound, price ^1. lis. 6d. 



Designs approved by the Ecclesiological late Cambridge Camd€ 
Society for Chalices, Patens, Alms Dishes, Altar Crosses, Candlestick 
and ottxer Altar Furniture may be obtained through the Secretaries < 
the Society, or by application to William Buttbrfixld, Esq., 4, Ada 
Street, Adelphi. 

Church Grates, (for wanning Churches,) and Coronse Lucis, < 
Chandeliers, Padlocks, &c., firom Mr. Pottkr, South Molton Strec 
Oxford Street. , 

I^owered Quarries, from Messrs. Powell, White Friars Glassworkx 

TiOndon : J. Mastkrs, Aldersgate Street, Publisher tothe Society^ 
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